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FLY  TO  SUCCESS 


Y 


OUNG  MEN,  there  is  a  brilliant  future  in  the  airplane  industry.  New  and 
unique,  it  has  all  the  tremendous  possibilities  that  faced  such  men  as  Ford, 
Willys  and  the  Dodge  Bros,  in  the  development  of  the  automotive  industry. 


Build  the  foundation  of  your  career  and  become  a  leader  in  this  wonderful  field. 
Sound  and  practical,  yet  with  romance  and  thrill. 

The  Canadian  School  of  Aviation  has  established  a  training  school,  with  a  staff  of 
experienced  instructors  and  mechanics,  who  will  take  each  student  through  a  thorough 
intensive  ground  course,  involving  every  minute  detail  of  aviation.  This  will  be 
followed  by  actual  flying  training  in  which  the  students  put  into  practice  their  training 
and  get  "the  feel  of  the  air." 

After  a  most  intensive  course  in  training  a  Federation  Aeronautic  International 
Certificate  is  issued  which  is  recognized  by  all  commercial  flying  units. 

The  opportunities  are  increasing.     Climb  out  of  the  rut  and  be  one  of  the  leaders. 

Demands  for  experienced  flyers  are  being  received  daily. 

WRITE   US   FOR   FREE   BOOKLET 

THE  CANADIAN  SCHOOL  OF  AVIATION 

304  STAIR  BUILDING,  331  BAY  STREET  TORONTO 

The  Canadian  School  of  Aviation 

304  Stair  Bldg.,  331  Bay  St.,  Toronto 

Dear  Sirs: 

Kindly  send  immediately  your  free  booklet  upon  Commercial  Aviation.      It  is  understood   that  this   request  places 
me  under  no  obligation. 

NAME 


St.  Address 


Town  or  Citv 
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Men  Buy 
Astoria  Shoes 


Appearance,  Quality,  Comfort 
and  Wear  of  a  custom-made  shoe 
without  its  cost. 

Tailor  made  for  particular 
trade. 

SCOTT  &  McHALE,  Limited 

LONDON  -        ONTARIO 


Impertinent 

"I  want  accommodations  for  my 
wife." 
"Suite?" 
"What's  it  to  you?" — Beanpot. 

This  life  is  all  a  fleeting  show, 
And  no  wise  man  regrets  it. 

Man  wants  but  little  here  below 
And  GENERALLY  he  gets  it. 
— Selected. 


Different 

Father,  mother  and  little  Tom- 
my were  in  the  tube.  Mother 
and  Tommy  had  secured  seats, 
but  poor  father  had  to  stand. 

Mother — "Tommy,  doesn't  it 
pain  you  to  see  your  father 
reaching  for  a  strap?" 

Tommy — "Onlyat  home, mother. 
— MacLean's  Magazine. 


Tact 

Frosh :  "Yes,  Charlotte,  I  'm  crazy 
about  you.  I'm  tired  of  all  these 
other  girls.  I  admit  they're  all 
knock-outs,  good-looking,  wonderful 
dancers,  and  dress  like  a  million, 
but  nevertheless  I'm  tired  of  them." 

"But  why  then  did  you  fall  so 
for  me?" 

"Oh,  oh,  you're  so,  so  different." 
— Lehigh  Coalscuttle. 
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A   RICH  man  knocked  at  the 
golden  gate, 
And    begged    admittance 
there ; 
St.  Peter  came  with  his  ponderous 
keys 
In  answer  to  his  prayer. 

"And    what    hast    thou    done    on 
earth?"  he  asked, 

"To  merit  a  place  up  here? 
Hast  ever  fed  the  hungry 

Or  dried  the  orphan's  tear? 

"Hast  ever  done  a  kindly  deed 
To  lighten  the  load  of  the  poor — 

Or  anything  which  might  justify 
Your  passing  through  this  door?" 


St.  Michael's  Verdict 

The   rich   man   racked   his   brains, 
and  then, 

"Ah,  yes,  I  remember  a  time 
When  I  bought  a  paper  one  evening 

And  gave  the  kid  a  dime. 

"It    was    cold    and    wet,    and    he 
shivered 

As  he  counted  out  the  change, 
So  I  didn't  wait  to  take  it — 

I  just  said  'Homeward,  James'!" 

St.  Peter  was  plainly  puzzled, 
For  here  was  a  case  most  queer; 

So  he  asked  advice  of  St.  Michael, 
Who  also  was  standing  near. 


St.  Michael  tilted  his  halo, 

Then    thoughtfully    answered: 
"Well— 

I'd  give  the  rich  man  his  8c.  change 
And  tell  him  to  go  to  h 1" 

-K.  J.  M. 

*     *     * 

Irresistible 

Each  time  the  halfback  took  the 
ball  he  would  go  straight  through 
the  line  of  the  opposing  team.  No- 
body would  tackle  him  and  they 
fell   back  at  each    lunge  he  made. 

"Why  don't  they  at  least  try 
to  stop  him?"   asked  a  spectator. 

"Sh!  Even  his  best  friends  won't 
tell  him,"  replied  the  other  spec- 
tator. 


Small  Girl  to  Rejected  Suitor:  "And  you  needn't  flaunt  yer  ice  cream  in  front  oj  me  cither.    I  ain't  no  gold  digger." 
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"Gosh,  Mary,  he  recognizes  us!" 

*  *        * 

Right  or  Vegetarian 

Weary  Waggle — "Hey!      Youse  won't  git  nothin' 
decent  in  dere.     Dem  people  is  vegetarians." 
Hungry  Hank — "Is  dat  right?" 
Weary  Waggle — "Yeh,   an'   dey  got   a  dorg  w'at 

ain't." 

*  *        * 

If  Winter  Comes 

O  days  prolonged,  of  draughts  and  colds, 

When  the  reign  of  the  furnace  our  living  enfolds, 

Mankind  endures,  in  black  despair, 

The  writhings  and  turmoil  of  long  underwear. 

Though  snow  and  ice 

Are  very  nice, 
When  brought  in  ample  portions, 

No  ski  or  skate 

Could  compensate 

Our  bodily  contortions. 
Ignoring  blessings  such  as  these, 
To  baggy  trousers  'round  the  knees, 

A  weeping  world  succumbs. 
The  change  to  wool  from  B.V.D. 
Is  patent  for  the  world  to  see — 
God  have  mercy  on  such  as  we, 

If  winter  comes!  — W.  H. 


These  Naughty  Kids     ! 

Oh,  I  weep  for  this  bad  generation 
That's  headed,  quite  fast,  for  the  dogs. 
With  jazzing  and  low  dissipation 
They're  mired  in  iniquitous  bogs. 
For  years  upon  years,  without  ending, 
Our  forefathers  never  did  wrong; 
But  now  all  the  youngsters  are  spending 
Their  time  upon  bootleg  and  song. 

For  grandpa,  when  he  was  quite  youthful, 
Went  calmly  about  his  affairs. 
The  young  folks  were  upright  and  truthful 
And  caused  no  lamenting  or  cares. 
Our  parents  all  practiced  decorum 
And  grew  to  their  prime  without  sin, 
For  they,  like  their  parents  before   em, 
Shunned  ladies  and  music  and  gin. 

But  now  everything  is  a-jazzing 
And  nothing  remains  as  before. 
We  list  to  continual  razzing — 
For  the  thing  to  do  now  is  deplore. 
Yet  it  seems  to  me  queer  and  1  wonder 
Why  now,  all  at  once,  we  are  bad? 
Is  this,  might  I  ask,  the  first  blunder 
Since  Eve  got  poor  Adam  in  bad? 

— John  Coulihard. 

#        *        * 

Prison  Etiquette  I  Calls  It 

Warden — "He  was  the  coolest  and  most  thoughtful, 
convict  that  ever  escaped. 

Reporter — "That  so?" 

Warden — "Yes.  He  left  a  note  in  his  cell,  for  the 
Governor  of  the  State,  that  began,  'I  hope  you  will 
pardon  me  for  the  liberty  I  am  taking.'" 


Mr.  Bam:  "Why  don't  you  ask.  Mrs.  Snooper  to 
return  some  of  the  things  she  borrowed  from  you  since 
they've  moved  into  that  apartment  across  the  hall?" 

Mrs.  Bam:  "Because  I'm  afraid  she'll  ask  me  to 
return  those  I've  borrowed  from  her  and  I'm  two  pans 
ahead  of  her  now!" 
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GRAPES,  festoons  of  the 
purple  grape,  hang  heavy 
and  luscious  about  the  four 
walls  of  the  police  court  where 
women  and  B.O.T.A.  are  tried. 
And  there  are  a  couple  of  portraits 
in  oil  of  departed  worthies  who 
had  served  Toronto  well. 

It  is  more  like  a  drawing  room 
than  a  court  room.  And  one 
policeman,  like  a  footman,  at  the 
door  keeps  order  with  a  voice  like 
a  motor  lorry's. 

Before  this  tribunal,  where  sat 
a  little  gnome-like  father  of  Israel 
as  judge,  came  Jacob  Hiffelbaum, 
charged  with  selling  beer. 

"Not  guilty,"  said  Jacob,  stand- 
short  and  square  and  full-red- 
bearded  in  front  of  the  bench. 

"Hush!"  cried  Jacob's  young 
Gentile  lawyer,  anxiously. 

The  charge  was  read.  Two  sad- 
looking  men  with  pale  faces  and 
blue  clothes  told  their  story.  A 
third  man,  quite  young,  quite 
seedy,  quite  beaten  and  chased  in 
life's  game  of  I'll  Git  You,  then 
recounted  his  tale.  He,  it  appears, 
was  the  stool-pigeon. 

"I  went  to  this  man's  door  and 
asked  him  for  a  drink.  He  sold 
me  a  bottle  of  beer.  Then  the  two 
officers  came  in  and  found  the 
marked  money  in  the  jardiniere." 

"What?"  said  the  judge. 

"In  the  jardiniere." 

The  young  man  pronounced  it 
beautifully — jar-deen-ee-air. 

"That's  the  case,"  said  the 
Crown,  not  rising.  There  is  a 
drowsiness  about  this  court.  From 
the  grapes,  it  may  be. 

Jacob  Hiffelbaum  strode  to  the 
witness  stand  and  was  sworn  on 
the  Gentile  Bible.  The  Crown 
staggered  heavily  to  his  feet  and 
in  a  shrewd  voice  demanded  many 
things  of  Jacob. 

But  Jacob  would  not  answer 
them.  They  were  not  fair  ques- 
tions.    He  would  tell  his  story. 


"Leessen,  mister.  You  don't 
understand." 

Finally  the  judge,  unhooking  his 
glasses  from  the  tip  of  his  nose  and 
smiling  with  deep  understanding — 
there  have  been  judges  in  Israel  of 


«f*~ 


old — ordered  the  Crown  to  let 
Jacob  tell  his  story.  £& 

Jacob  threw  out  his  chest,  raised 
both  hands  above  the  high  sill  of 
the*  witness  stand  and  addressed 
the  judge: 

"It  was  in  the  night."  (I  refrain 
from  the  cheap  mockery  of  imitat- 
ing Jacob's  accent.)  "All  day  I 
had  been  driving  around  in  the 
cold,   so|I   had  my  stove  and  my 


Maid:     "There's  a  man  at  the  door  with  a  package  marked  C.O.D. 
Bride:     "Tell  him  to  take  it  back.      1  ordered  salmon.'' 
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Catherine:     "I'm  afraid  I  can't  marry  you. 
Hank:     "Aw,  please,  just  this  once." 


glass  beer  and  my  wife  was 
reading  to  me  songs. 

"I  make  beer:  sure  I  do;  I  have 
the  permit  here  in  my  hand.  Then 
came  a  knock  on  the  door  and  I 
said  to  my  wife,  'Open  it;  there  is  a 
visitor  such  a  cold  night.' 

"And  here  comes  in  this  young 
man — there!" 

The  stool  pigeon  examined  his 
finger  nails  minutely. 

"He  was  sick.  'I  am  sick,'  he 
says.  'I  am  out  of  work.  It  is 
cold.  And  I  ask  somebody  in  the 
street,  where  I  am  going  to  fall 
down,  can  I  get  a  drink  some- 
where. And  they  tell  me  to  come 
here,  for  you  are  a  good  man,  who 
will  not  let  a  sick  man  die.*" 

The  stool  pigeon  exchanged 
smiling  glances  with  the  two  blue- 
coated  officers. 

"I  says  to  him,  'Young  feller, you 
ain't  a  stool  pigeon?'  And  he 
looked  at  me  in  my  eye  and  said, 
'I  am  not.'  'For,'  I  says,  'I  don't 
want  no  money  for  a  drink  I  would 
give  to  a  poor  man.'  Judge,  I  have 
sold  booze.  Who  hasn't?  But  I 
never   sold   booze    to   a    poor   sick 


man. 

"He  was  cold.  His  mouth  was 
blue.  I  tell  him  to  sit  down  by 
me.  He  sits  by  my  stove,  a  Gen- 
tile, and  I  pour  him  a  fresh  bottle 
beer.  He  drinks  it  down  and  I 
say  to  him,  'Young  man,  you  are 
having  a  tough  time,  hey?  A 
tough  time.  But  I  had  a  tough 
time  when  I  was  your  age.  All 
the  time  is  a  tough  time.'  So  I 
talked  to  him,  Judge,  for  I  had 
three  bottles  in  me  and  my  beer 
is  good  and  the  stove  was  warm 
and  the  songs  my  wife  was  reading 


Mgr.  Accident  Insurance  Com- 
pany: "So  you're  positive  that  her 
accident  was  faked?" 

Investigator:  "Sure;  she  said  her 
heel  caught  in  the  hem  of  her  dress." 


were  sad  songs.  Maybe  I  closed 
my  eyes.  Maybe  I  stood  up  when 
I  told  him  the  Cossacks  hunted  for 
me  five  days,  when  I  was  a  little 
boy. 

"Maybe  I  turned  my  back  and 
my  wife  had  her  eyes  shut  with 
crying  for  me  when  I  tell  that 
story  all  the  time.  But  when  these 
two  policemen  walk  in,  they  put 
their  hand  in  that  pot  on  my 
mentel  place,  so,  and  pull  out  a 
dollar.  Marked  money.  Money 
that  stool  pigeon  put  there  when  I 
was  telling  him  a  tough  time  I  had. 
For  so  help  mine  God,  I  didn't 
take  money  off  a  sick  man.  ..." 

What  was  the  verdict?  Was  he 
fine  two  hundred  and  costs,  or  was 
the  case  dismissed? 

What  does  it  matter? 

But,   incidentally,   reader,   what 
would  your  verdict  be? 
*      *      * 

Teacher:  "What  is  the  national 
anthem  of  Japan?" 

Willie  Snap  (whose  father  reads 
the  Hearst  papers):  "California, 
here  I  come!" 
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The  Woe  of  Heaven 

High  in  heaven  one  fine  day, 
Halos  Were  being  cast  away. 
Robes  of  shining  thread  less  white. 
Fell  unheeded  down  through  night. 
Saints  with  sorry  faces  went. 
Wistful  o'er  the  firmament. 
Fingers  in  angelic  ears, 
Hushed  the  music  of  the  spheres, 
Silence  fell,  then  such  a  moan, 
That  all  the  white  birds  of  the  throne 
Rose  with  whirr  of  wing  and  feather, 
Flutt'ring  off  through  space  together, 
Circling,  wheeling,  mounting  crying, 
"Peace  in  Heaven  now  is  dying." 

Some  celestial  thinker,  dight 
In  radiance  not  so  tidy  quite 
As  most  the  beatific  band, 
Had  sat  three  aeons  head  in  hand 
Within  a  nook  of  purple  shade 
And  pondered  on  a  thought  that  made 
Strange  tumults  in  his  heavenly  breast. 
Suddenly  he  found  it  while  he  dressed, 
Putting  his  halo  on  askew, 
As  thinkers  in  all  countries  do. 
He  whispered  to  a  seraph  near, 
Who  passed  it  on  from  ear  to  ear 
Till  soon  all  heaven  knew  its  woe 
And  wept  sweet-scented  tears,  for  lo! 
He  had  remembered,  thought  profane. 
Some  of  the  strange  sweet  joy  of  pain. 

—J.E.McD. 

*  *  * 

Evolution  in  four  words:    heads  win;  tails  lose. 

*  *        * 


"Ugh!     Another  of  these  'modern  art'  atrocities,  I 
presume?" 

"No,  madam,  that  is  a  mirror!" 


"You  must  be  getting  tired  of  me.      You  never 
call  me  'dear'  like  other  men's  wives  do." 
"Do  they?     Do  they?" 


That  Insidious  Thought 

Little  Tommy's  vigorous  protests  against  having 
his  hair  cut  caused  the  barber  to  deduce  that  he  must 
have  some  violent  prejudice  against  such  procedure, 
so  he  said,  "Why  don't  you  want  your  hair  cut,  little 
man?" 

"Oh!  Oh!"  wailed  Tommy  sadly.  "It'll  make  me 
look  just  like  a  girl." 


Employee:  "Sir,  can    you    let    me    off    tomorrow 
afternoon  to  go  shopping  with  my  wife?" 

Employer:  "Certainly  not!     We  are  too  busy!" 
Employee:  "Thank  you,  sir;  you  are  very  kind!" 
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Our  hero — a  noble  youth 
who  comes  to  college  determined 
to  succeed  and  learn.  He  does 
—both. 


^m^; 


Which  leads  him  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  a 
Semitic  gentleman  in  one  of  the  side  streets. 


Johnnie  Goes 

A  Searching  Analysis  of  the  Pleasur 
Those    Olden,    Golden,    Glorious^ 

By  A 


Johnnie  finds  bridge  the  most  expensive  course 
at  the  University. 


m 


That  first  class,  on  the 
morning  after  the  big  rush, 
is  composed  of  very 
intelligent-looking  students. 
Enough  to  strike  joy  to  the 
heart  of  any  professor. 
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to     College 

ind  Pitfalls  Which  Go  to  Make   up 
N ever -to-Be- For  gotten  College  Daze 

SAWTELLE 


The  Gamma  Gamma  Gamma  Sorority  tea  presents  a 
problem  for  Johnnie.  He  is  here  shown  in  the  dilemma  of 
having  to  choose  between  lady  fingers  (blonde)  and  maca- 
roons (brunette). 


Here  he  is  taking  the  girl  from  his  home 
town  to  the  Big  Game.  "Oooh,  Johnnie, 
but  that  man  is  simply  marvelous,"  sighs 
Dottie,  about  the  half-back,  who  has  just 
made  a  thirty-yard  dash.  "Oh,  he  is  not 
a  bad  egg,"  loftily  agrees  Johnnie,  and 
Dottie  is  thrilled  to  know  anyone  who 
knows  him. 


Johnnie  is  here  seen  at  the  Iota-Nu 
fraternity  tea  dance.  They  think,  with 
his  many  accomplishments,  he'd  make 
a  good  brother.  He's  doing  a  tricky 
bit  of  advertising  in  front  of  the  stag 
line  with  a  very  neat  little  skirt. 


Disillusioned  with  life,  our  hero  now  dons  his  drinking 
tweeds  and  looks  up  a  few  boon  companions  for  a  little  formal 
drinking  and  informal  harmonizing.  Two  accomplishments 
of  which  he  is  very  proud,  but  as  we  know,  pride  often  goeth 
before  a  fall! 
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Bib  Someone  g>a$>  "^antf"? 


THE    tumult    and    the    shouting    of    one    of    the 
noisiest  elections  Canada  has  ever  known  have 
resolved  themselves  into  one    of    the    quietest 
aftermaths  of  any  election,  an  aftermath    which  has 
been  distinguished  by  the  sincere  wish,  expressed  no 
less    in    the    Conservative    than    the    Liberal    press, 
that  the  nation  may  at  length  have  a  truly  stable 
and  independent  Government.     The  general  atmos- 
phere of  sanity  which  has  settled  over  the  Dominion 
is  the  most  hopeful  sign  of  the  day,  and  it  is  not  too 
much  to  be  hoped  that  out  of  it  will  come  lasting 
benefits  to  the  Dominion.     Such  a  time  is  particularly 
auspicious  for  a  sane  analysis  of  some  of  the  reasons 
which  went   to  make   the  pre-election   days  hectic. 
The  perusal  of   the  newspapers  of   that  period, 
viewed  from  the  perspective  of  the  hour,  calls  forth 
some   astonishing   observations.      Perhaps    the    most 
outstanding  feature  has  been  the  obvious  fact  that 
tariff  theories  have  been   the  major  weapon  of  all 
parties.     Consideration  of  the  tariff  and  the  frantic 
exposition   of   differing   principles   thereon   relegated 
all  else   to   the   background.      In   the   popular    mind 
the    Conservative     Party    was    the    "High    Tariff" 
party,  the  Progressives  the  low  tariff  party,  and  the 
Liberals  low  or  medium  according  to   the  locality. 
An   outsider  might   be   pardoned   for   believing   that 
there  was  no  other  item  of  interest  in  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  Canadian  voter. 

This  situation,  while  constantly  providing  a  fertile 
field  for  candidates  to  draw  upon,  has  evils  so  well 
known  that  it  is  surprising  that  it  exists.  It  is  a 
platitude  to  say  that  the  tariff  as  a  political  issue, 


changing  with  the  fluctuation  of  the  political  fortunes 
of  Canada's  parties,  is:  (1)  a  powerful  preventive  of 
new  industries  locating  in  the  Dominion  from  England 
and  the  United  States;  (2)  an  equally  powerful 
incentive  for  Dominion  capital  to  be  withheld  from 
Canadian  industries;  (3)  a  potent  factor  in  stirring 
up  antagonism  between  the  East  and  West;  (4)  a 
handy  means  within  the  reach  of  any  party  for 
camouflaging  shortcomings;  (5)  a  factor  which 
makes  almost  impossible  sane  consideration  of 
important  issues,  owing  to  the  existence  of  strong 
party  prejudice  in  practically  all  localities. 

It  is  a  remarkable  commentary  on  the  extent  to 
which  the  tariff  has  overspread  our  consciousness 
when  we  realize  that  the  obvious  question  arises, 
"If  the  tariff  did  not  exist  as  a  question,  what  would 
there  be  to  consider?"  Naturally  there  are  manifold 
matters  of  policy  which  have  been  cheated  of  due 
consideration.  The  remedy  is  generally  accepted 
to  be  the  devising  of  some  means  whereby  the  tariff 
can  be  taken  permanently  out  of  politics.  A  Tariff 
Board  created  by  the  Conservative  Party  would 
necessarily  be  one  prejudiced  in  favor  of  the  Con- 
servative attitude,  and  naturally  the  same  applies 
to  a  Liberal  Tariff  Board.  It  would  be  not  only  a 
magnificent  gesture  but  a  sound  political  move  for  the 
Prime  Minister  to  say  in  effect:  "In  the  interests  of 
the  nation  as  a  whole,  we  shall  take  the  tariff  out  of 
politics  by  the  creation  of  a  permanent  Tariff  Com- 
mission, to  be  composed  independently  of  party,  of 
men  representative  of  the  varied  interests  of  the 
(Continued  on  page  44) 
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dotage  Canabten 


Note  on  the  Undergraduate 

THE  opening  of  the  college 
year  calls  to  mind  that  much 
misunderstood  phenonom- 
enon,  the  undergraduate.  Aided 
by  the  movies,  the  confessional 
magazine  writer  and  abetted  by 
the  college  novelist  of  the  Percy 
Marks  clan,  an  erroneous,  if  pic- 
turesque, impression  has  been  cre- 
ated in  the  public  mind  of  the 
college  man.  It  will  be  a  sad 
blow  to  the  fundamentalists  but  it 
is  none  the  less  true  that  the  real 
Joe  College — in  Canada  at  any 
rate — does  not  wear  balloon 
trousers,  avoid  garters  or  gallivant 
from  campus  to  speak-easy  in 
decorated  antediluvian  flivvers. 
He  indulges  no  more  in  petting  or 
gin  than  the  average  young  and 
healthy  male  suddenly  endowed 
with  slightly  more  leisure  than  he 
has  been  accustomed  to.  Nothing 
has  happened  on  the  train  be- 
tween Owen  Sound  and  Toronto, 
or  Sherbrooke  and  Montreal,  to 
change  the  brightest  son  of  the 
leading  town  druggist  into  an 
incredible  rah-rah  boy,  and,  again 
contrary  to  superstition,  four  years 
of  exposure  to  Calculus,  Catullus 
and  Calisthenics  are  not  degrading 
to  the  mind  or  degenerating  to 
the  moral  fibre.  The  contacts 
made  at  college  with  similar  youths 
undergoing  the  same  influences, 
heighten  the  effect.  In  face  of 
the  vast  pyramid  of  learned  tomes 
upon  the  subect  of  the  general 
devilishness  of  the  co-ed,  I  must 
insist  that  the  level  of  mental  and 
moral  restraint  among  this  class 
of  maiden  is  even  higher  than 
among  the  male  students.  More- 
over, by  comparison  with  her 
sister  in  the  social  whirl  or  in  the 
office,  the  average  co-ed  is  posi- 
tively dowdy. 

Anyone  who  has  spent  four 
years  in  a  fraternity  house  will 
tell  you  that  the  conversations  at 
the  midnight  "bull  sessions"  are 
composed  for  the  most  part  of 
the  following  subjects  in  something 


The  Rhymers  Petition 
the  Queen 

Why  did  she  sail 

Upon  the  Leviathan? 

(/  struggle  and  fail 
To  find  any  rhyme.) 

Pray  why  embark 

Upon  the  Leviathan? 

'Twas  no  choice  in  the  dark; 
She  had  plenty  of  time. 

Tell  us,  oh,  tell  us, 

Fair  Queen  of  Roumania, 
For  sake  of  fair  rhyming, 

Why  not  the  Tuscania? 

Think  of  the  poets 
On  light  periodicals, 

Tearing  their  hair  out 
And  turning  to  radicals! 
— Apo. 


like  these  proportions: 

(a)  "Of  what  value  is  a 
college    education?"   30% 

(b)  Religion 25% 

(c)  Sex  T....  20% 

(d)  The  team  15% 

(e)  Smutty  stories 10% 

These  five  old  stand-bys,  dis- 
cussed with  utter  frankness,  have 
been  responsible  for  the  light 
burning  late  in  somebody's  room 
for    a    thousand    and    one    nights. 


I  pass  over  the  topic  of  liquor 
which  furnishes  much  of  the 
small  talk  of  university  life;  we 
are  at  present  concerned  with 
subjects  which  are  the  cause  of 
protracted  discussion.  The  scene 
is  familiar;  a  youth  in  bed  man- 
ages with  marvellous  skill  to  smoke 
a  cigarette  without  dropping  ashes 
on  the  pillow;  a  brother  with  long 
legs  gesticulates  from  the  emin- 
ence of  the  dresser  upon  which  he 
is  perched;  a  third  attempts  to 
work  at  a  lamp-lit  table;  a  fourth 
stands  in  the  doorway  wearing  the 
coat  and  hat  he  has  forgotten 
to  remove  an  hour  past, and  eagerly 
interrupts  the  speaker  from  time 
to  time.  Cigarettes  burn  down, 
smoke  and  theories  fill  the  air, 
eyelids  droop  and  voices  grow 
hoarse,  but  the  cadence  of  argu- 
ment goes  on.  It  is  a  scene  as 
characteristic  of  college  life  as  the 
gridiron  contest.  Four  nights  out 
of  five  your  undergraduate  is  too 
engrossed  in  solving  the  problems 
that  vexed  Aristotle  to  be  making 
apple  pie  beds  or  collecting  traffic 
signals.  I  say  ask  someone  who 
has  spent  four  years;  the  freshmen 
are  too  busy  cleaning  up  the  cellar. 

Anecdote 

The  wit  that  scintillates  in 
Lady  Astor's  speeches  on  the 
husting  and  in  Parliament  is  a 
trait  of  the  Langhorne  family  in 
Virginia.  One  of  Lady  Astor's 
relatives,  a  charming  young  widow, 
was  about  to  take  a  new  spouse. 
Wishing  to  break  the  news  gently 
to  her  young  son  she  carried  the 
boy  for  a  walk  in  the  glory  of 
Virginia  woods  and  there  she  told 
him  of  the  coming  event.  The 
little  fellow,  as  if  overcome  by  the 
tidings,  perhaps  not  wholly  un- 
expected by  himself,  sat  quickly 
down  on  a  rock  beside  the  wood- 
land path  and  looking  up  quiz- 
zically at  youthful  Mama,  said: 
"Mother  dear,  I  cannot  go  a  step 
farther!" 
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EPILOGUE  on  JACK  DEMP5EY 

by  Fredericks  Griffin^  — 


The  two  million  dollar  brawl 
held  recently  in  the  Quaker  City  is 
now  history.  And  Gene  Tunney, 
high-brow  Greek  god  of  the  Ameri- 
can marines,  reigns  as  heavy- 
weight champion  of  the  world 
in  the  stead  of  Jack  Dempsey, 
low-brow  Neolithic  of  the  hobo 
jungles.       So  much  for  evolution. 

Matter  of  fact,  leaving  out  the 
bunk  spilled  over  Tunney  by 
amazed  sporting  writers  when  they 
discovered  a  pugilist  who  could 
speak  in  words  of  more  than  two 
syllables  and  write  his  own  name 
in  a  legible  hand,  he  is  probably 
culturally  not  one  whit  superior 
to  the  dethroned  monarch.  You 
have  to  be  considerable  of  a  cave- 
man topunchyour  way  to  theheavy- 
weight  peaks.  An  acquaintance 
with  syntax  and  Keats  is  not  half 
so  valuable  to  the  successful  gladi- 
ator as  a  tough  skin,  a  heart  like 
an  elephant's,  a  capacity  to  soak  up 
punishment  and  a  streak  of  bru- 
tality that  will  urge  him  to  batter 
and  bruise  relentlessly  at  the  least 
sign  of  the  other  fellow's  weakening. 

Rules  in  prize-fighting  regulate 
this  and  that  technical  aspect  of 
the  game  but  there  is  only  one 
rule  that  wins  through — no  mercy. 
You  cannot  hit  a  man  when  he  is 
down,  but  to  win  you  must  beat 
him  until  he  goes  down.  Games, 
other  than  chess  or  mah-jongg, 
are  necessarily  won  by  physical 
superiority;  but  boxing  is  the  only 
game  since  the  days  of  mediaeval 
chivalry  that  expresses  itself  in 
pounding  at  a  weakness,  whether 
it  be  a  bleeding  lip,  a  closing  eye, 
broken  ribs  or  a  beauty  parlor 
nose.  To  drop  your  sword  point 
when  your  opponent  stumbles, 
hold  your  service  because  he  is  not 
quite  ready,  deliberately  knock 
down  your  wicket  because  you 
were  really  out  on  the  last  ball — 
that  is  not  the  way  prize  fights 
are  won.      Rather  must  you  watch 


for  a  show  of  weakening,  then 
jump  in — rip,  batter,  upper-cut, 
pound,  swing,  jab  until  the  gleam 
of  life  fades  from  the  other  fellow's 
eyes  and  he  sinks  to  the  floor 
unconscious. 

Jack  Dempsey  may  not  have 
been  the  noblest  gladiator  since 
the  days  of  Ben  Hur,  or  the  finest 
who  ever  wore  the  world's  heavy- 
weight crown,  but  he  was  probably 
no  better  or  no  worse  than  any 
of  the  others.  In  fact,  viewed  as. 
an  ordinary  human  being,  he  was 
probably  superior  to  most  of  them. 
Since  he  came  to  fame  he  has  a 
record  that  is  clean  and  sweet 
compared  to  many  an  American 
who  finds  himself  in  exalted  circles 
of  plutocracy  or  fame.  He  has 
not  been  mixed  up  in  scandal  of 
any  kind.  He  has  not  shot  any- 
one or  been  shot  at.  He  has  not 
figured  in  an  abduction.  He  has 
not  died  from  taking  dope.  He 
has  not  even  been  co-respondent 
in  a  divorce  case.  Unlike  some  of 
his  predecessors,  who  were  ani- 
mals outside  as  well  as  inside  the 
ring,  he  has  given  no  hint  of 
being  other  than  an  ordinarily 
decent   man    behaving   with    some 


Short-Sighted    Nobleman:     "Did 
any  ducks  fly  by?" 

Laconic  Guide:   "Yes,    Mallard." 


degree  of  restraint  under  circum- 
stances that  might  well  have 
turned  the  head  of  others  than  the 
suddenly  rich  possessor  of  a 
murderous  punch. 

Take  him  by  and  large,  Jack 
Dempsey  has  brought  heavyweight 
pugilism  to  a  high  level  of  general 
decency  that  it  has  not  known 
since  the  days  of  Jem  Mace  and 
Peter  Jackson.  He  has  given  the 
pinnacle  some  dignity.  He  has 
not  been  overly  anxious  to  risk 
his  laurels,  and  he  has  never 
shown  any  disposition  to  fight  for 
one  dollar  less  than  could  possibly 
be  extracted  from  a  public  that 
seems  to  have  lost  all  sense  of 
values  in  sport — but  what  would 
you? 

At  least  he  fell  fighting  according 
to  the  best  English  public  school 
standards.  And  in  defeat  this 
so-called  mauler,  this  tearing  tiger 
of  the  ring,  behaved  with  the 
grace  of  a  Chesterfield,  the  courage 
of  a  Sydney. 

"You  were  the  better  man,"  he 
said  in  effect  as  he  ran  to  con- 
gratulate Tunney  after  the  fight. 
Days  later  he  said,  "I  was  beaten. 
I  have  no  alibis.  I  was  sick  after 
the  fight  but  not  before."  And 
there  was  never  a  word  about  the 
referee,  the  judges,  the  state  of  the 
weather,  his  opponent  or  the 
audience.  He  might  at  least  have 
blamed  the  slippery  footing.  But 
no!  He  came  through  ten  rounds 
of  punishment,  battered,  bruised, 
broken,  dethroned,  and  at  the  end 
of  it  he  smiled'  and  wished  the 
victor  luck. 

Dempsey,  by  right  and  reason 
of  the  chance  that  gave  him  the 
fighting  capacity  of  a  human 
jaguar,  had  seven  years  of  wider 
world  fame  than  such  doughty 
fighters  as  Hannibal  or  Napoleon 
had  in  their  day.  But  at  least 
he  was  superior  to  ninety  per  cent, 
of  those  who  ever  saw  him  fight — 
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to  ninety  per  cent,  of  the  audience 
who  watched  him  lose  his  last 
fight. 

He  was  at  least  game.  And 
ninety  per  cent,  of  the  sports  who 
follow  professional  pugilism  are 
not.  Next  to  Tunney,  Dempsey 
was  the  finest  physical  specimen 
in  the  great  Philadelphia  crowd. 
Not  a  man  there  would  have  had 
the  courage  to  call  him  coward  to 
his  face.  But  from  the  safety 
of  their  ten  and  twenty  dollar 
dugouts  (and  the  day  after  when 
he  was  not  there  to  hear  him) 
they  called  him  a  quitter,  they 
howled  for  his  blood,  they  turned 
thumbs  down — when  he  was  fight- 
ing the  hardest  battle  of  his  life. 

Dempsey  was  fine  in  his  last 
fight,  not  for  standing  Tunney's 
punishment  for  ten  beaten  rounds, 
but  for  having  the  moral  courage 
to  keep  on  his  feet  before  the 
venomous  howls  of  the  tens  of 
thousands  who  hated  him  because 


he  was  losing  them  money. 

Some  day  Tunney — god  of  the 
moment  not  merely  because  he 
is  the  prize  fighter  of  the  world  but 
because  he  has  won  hysterical 
approval  for  having  been  "over 
there"  as  the  Americans  say  with 
awe  of  a  man  even  if  he  was  never 
farther  than  Le  Havre — will  hear 
the  howling  of  the  yellow  hearts 
who  are  losing  their  money. 
*        *        * 

How  Does  He  Know? 

A  number  of  men  were  sitting  in 
the  Ohio  Pen  Idlehouse,  discuss- 
ing things  in  general,  when  the 
conversation  was  interrupted  by 
the  arrival  of  a  new  man.  As  soon 
as  he  had  seated  himself,  the  con- 
versation was  continued.  One 
prisoner,  who  has  been  here  for  a 
few  years,  remarked:  "Yes,  sir, 
my  wife  is  a  sweet  little  woman!" 

"She  certainly  is,"  said  the  new 
arrival. 


City  Song 

0  I  have  loved  the  forests  green 
And  mountains  in  the  clouds, 

But  give  me  noon  at  Yonge  and 
Queen 
With  automobiles  and  crowds. 

Happy  I  roamed  the  flowered  way 
By  deer-runs  in  the  wilds, 

The  only  trouble  was  that  they 
Were     far     from     Bowles'    and 
Child's. 

1  loved  a  woodland  cataract 

And  I  laughed  on  a  north  lake's 
shores, 
Yet  still  was  saddened  by  the  lack 
Of  departmental  stores. 

O  in  the  city  I  was  born, 

The  city  holds  me  fast, 
For   I   like  to  hear   the  screaming 
horn 

When  the  fire  brigade  goes  past. 


— R.  G.  Ev 


erson. 


Country  Kid:   "'Beat  it,  the  bull's  comin'J" 

City  Kid:  "Aw,  stari  yer  ground.      We  ain't  done  nothin '!" 
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"But,  my  dear,  you  see  the  position  I'm  in!'' 

Famous  Falsehoods 

"I'm  sorry.'' 

"My  husband  and  I  never  quarrel.'' 
"Oh,  Mrs.  Periwinkle,  we  have  enjoyed  the  even- 
ing SO  much." 

"No,  dear,  I  won't  forget  to  buy  some  lettuce  on 
the  way  home." 

"First  chance  I  get,  I'm  going  to  knock  that  guy's 
block  off." 

"Guaranteed  not  to  shrink  or  fade." 
"I've  been  intending  to  'phone  you  for  weeks." 
"I  wouldn't  do  that  for  a  million  dollars." 
"You're  the  only  girl  I  ever  cared  for." 
"Honest,  I  won't  breathe  it  to  a  soul." 
"There's  lots  of  room  up  at  the  front." 
"Here  is  a  book  you  won't  lay  down  till  you  have 
read  the  last  page." 

"Our  whole  desire  is  to  please  you." 
"Strictly  fresh  laid." 

"No,  thanks,  I  really  couldn't  eat  any  more." 
"Yes,  mom,  I  washed  my  hands." 
"I  wouldn't  marry  the  finest  man  in  the  world." 

— R.  K.  Hall. 


A  Continued  Affliction 

By  John   Powell 
A  fatal  plague  has  struck  the  press. 
A  cause  of  untold  bitterness 
That  leaves  us  all  without  redress. 

Save  such  as  this; 
Afflicting  author,  poet  and  essayist. 

Each  story  in  a  magazine 

Just  reaches  an  exciting  scene 

When  there's  a  break — you've  often  seen 

This  little  sign: 
{Continued  on  page  seventeen) 

Or  forty-nine. 

"Your  life  shall  be,"  thus  spoke  the  Hun. 

(Concluded  on  page  21). 
The  trail  seemed,  to  the  keen-eyed  Sioux. 

(Continued  on  page  32). 
The  Sheik's  hot  kisses  were  to  be 

(Continued  on  page  43). 
"The  end?     Ah,  shall  I  be  no  more" 

(Concluded  on  page  54). 

Enough.      But  come,  if  you'll  agree, 
To  cast  relentless  lot  with  me, 
And  just  stop  reading  when  you  see 

These  words  intruded, 
We  still  may  hope  this  is 

(To  be  concluded). 


The  Famous  Sleuth:  "Welcome,  stranger!  I  notice 
you  have  come  a  long  distance  by  motorcycle.  About  ten 
miles  from  here  you  were  forced  to  change  mounts  due  to 
a  flat  tire  caused  by  a  nail  turned  to  the  right,  the 
latter  mount  being  one  of  Farmer  Grange's  favorite  work 
horses,  blind  in  both  eyes  and  lame  in  two  legs.  You 
are  a  big  chile  con  came  man  from  Chile,  and  you 
have  come  to  see  me  about — " 

"Beg  pardon,  boss,  but  I'm  the  new  janitor  you  hired 
last  week,  arid  I  thought  I  oughta  tell  you  that  someone 
swiped  that  big  still  and  most  all  your  private  stock 
from  the  basement  last  night." 
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The  Tragedy  of  Private  O'Flynne 

By  Ron  Ecerson 


Private  O'Flynne  was  shy, 

But  Private  O'Flynne  was  tough, 

The  Arabians  ran 

At  Omdurman, 
When   Private   O'Flynne  grew 
rough. 

In  Major  Kitchener's  sight, 
With  a  Maxim-Nordenfelt  gun, 
He  made  every  Dervish 
Lie  straight  or  lie  curvish, 
And  so  the  Sudan  was  won. 


Then  everyone  cried:   "O'Flynne! 
And  Kitchener  said:    "V.C. 

And  after  awhile 

They  steamed  down  the  Nile, 
To  Buckingham  Palace  by  sea. 

They  were  going  to  give  him  the 

Cross, 
They  told  him  he  ought  to  be  proud, 
But  Private  O'Flynne, 
Growing  sickly  and  thin, 
Enquired:      "Will   there   be   a   big 
crowd?'' 


"My  wife's  main  subject  of  conversation  is  clothes." 
"Well,  after  seeing  her  no  one  could  accuse   her   of  being    wrapped 
up  in  her  subject." 


They  said:      "On   your   tunic   the 

Queen, 
The  magnificent   medal   will  place, 
While  about  you  will  be 
His  excellency, 
His    highness,     his    lordship,     his 
grace. 

"In  the  hush  you  must  bow  very 

low; 
In  the   hish  you  must   bend  to  the 
floor." 

O'Flynne  shook  his  head 
And  mournfully  said: 
"Oh,  I'll  never  be  brave  any  more." 

Came   the   day   and   the   dolorous 
hour, 

O'Flynne  was  led  up  to  the  throne, 
All  soapy  and  bright, 
But  trembling  with  fright; 

They  left  him  there  standing  alone. 

All     alone     on     the     floor     stood 

O'Flynne, 
In  the  broad  Palace  throne-room 
he  stood, 

While  marquis  and  baron, 
Or  bald  or  with  hair  on, 
Observed  him  bow  low  as  he  could. 

O'Flynne   made   a   beautiful   bow, 

But  alas!  the  unhappy  mischance! 

He  broke  his  back  gallus, 

And  fled  from  the  Palace, 

Convulsively  clutching  his    pants. 

Now  Private  O'Flynne  was  tough, 
But  Private  O'Flynne  was  shy, 

Far-off  in  Japan, 

A  broken-down  man, 
He  died  with  a  bottle  of  rye.* 

*Author's  Note.- — He  died  con- 
temporaneously with  the  demise 
of  a  bottle  of  rye. 


Progress 

First  Detroiter:  "I'm  looking 
for  the  residence  of  Mr.  J.  X. 
Sprigtop." 

Second  Former  Resident  of 
Chatham,  Ontario:  "His  house? 
Oh,  it  was  torn  down  last  Thurs- 
day. There,  it  used  to  be  where 
that  apartment  hotel  is." 
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No  Voters  Need  Fret 


THERE  are  people  who  seem 
to  think  that  the  Liberals 
won  the  election.  This,  of 
course,  is  quite  wrong.  Not  only 
wrong  but  impolite.  The  election 
was  not  won  at  all;  it  was  lost  and 
the  Conservatives  did  it. 

There's  nothing  like  being  a 
real  good  Tory.  Not  just  a  com- 
mon garden  Conservative  to  be 
found  on  any  bush,  but  a  hard- 
boiled,  deep-dyed,  true-blue  Tory, 
reared  in  a  rarer  arrogance.  You 
can't  beat  him.  He  won't  let  you. 
Rather  than  have  yon  beat  him 
he  will  beat  himself  and  find  a 
morbid  pride  in  the  process.  A 
real  Tory  has  a  lovely  self-suf- 
ficiency that  no  Grit  can  ever 
possess.  When  you  beat  a  Grit  he 
is  often  silly  enough  to  admit  it. 

Consider,  for  example,  the  Tory 
after  election  day.  To  anyone 
who  doesn't  understand,  the  thing 
seems  difficult. 

There  was  that  fellow  King, 
hand  in  glove  with  Wall  Street. 
An  American  editor  barely  denied 
it.  There  was  his  government, 
smelling  of  customs,  the  worst 
orgy  of  public  corruption  the 
world  had  ever  seen.  The  Mail 
and  Empire  admitted  it.  There 
was  the  country,  tariff-tinkered 
and  Progressive-bartered  to  the 
dogs.  And  there  was  Byng, 
butchered  to  make  a  Liberal  alibi. 

There  was  no  doubt  at  all  about 
what  would  happen  at  the  polls. 
Any  sensible  man  could  tell.  Yet 
the  public,  the  whimsical,  con- 
trary, unreasonable  public,  fully 
informed  of  all  these  features, 
voted  the  wrong  way. 

It  looks  awkward,  but  it  is  not. 
For  a  real  good  Tory  it  is  simple. 
Does  he  say  the  Liberals  won  and 
how?  Never.  No  Tory  does  that. 
He  quite  properly  ignores  Liberals 
and  Progressives  and  all  the  other 
polyglot  groups  of  unintelligents. 
Politics  are  the  property  of  the 
Conservative  party  and  that  goes 
for  an  election  defeat  as  well. 
The    Conservatives    were    beaten, 


By  CHARLES  VINING 

but  no  Liberals  did  it.  No,  by 
gad,  sir,  we  did  it  ourselves,  and 
made  a  good  job  of  it,'  too. 

Anyone  who  wishes  now  to 
observe  the  nice  proprieties  of  the 
situation  should  accept  this  atti- 
tude. It  is  the  official  version 
of  what  occurred  last  month.  It 
saves  worry  and  fret. 

The  beauty  of  it  is  its  adapta- 
bility. It  may  be  had  in  a 
variety  of  models  to  suit  almost 
any  frame  of  mind.  For  the 
convenience  of  Conservative 
readers  of  the  Goblin  and  the 
instruction  of  Liberal  subscribers, 
some  of  the  more  popular  adap- 
tations of  how  we  defeated  our- 
selves, now  in  use,  are  herewith 
provided: 

1 .  The  party  organization  was 
weak. 

2.  Too  much  organization;  the 
"machine"  antagonized. 

3.  Mr.  Meighen  catered  too 
much  to  Quebec. 

4.  He  didn't  appeal  enough  to 
break  the  Quebec  bloc. 

5.  We  did  too  much  attacking 
and  customs  scandalizing. 

6.  We  were  on  the  defensive  too 
much  and  lacked  punch. 

7.  Mr.  Patenaude. 


8.    Mr.  Meighen. 

For  the  correct  use  of  these 
adaptations  one  must  observe  that 
the  question  of  Conservative  policy 
is  not  involved.  It  wasn't  any- 
thing unwelcome  in  Conservative 
policy  or  meritorious  in  Liberal 
proposals  that  led  the  public  to 
vote  that  way.  It  should  not 
occur  to  any  good  Conservative  to 
consider  such  a  possibility.  No. 
The  thing  to  do  is  to  pick  any  one 
of  these  adaptations  that  you  can 
most  easily  memorize  and,  that 
being  your  story,  stick  to  it. 
The  good  old  Morning  Post  shows 
you  how.  Neither  distance  nor 
London  fogs  can  spoil  its  grasp 
of  the  situation.  It  has  chosen 
number  five  on  the  list  above  and 
words  it  so  nicely:  "Conservatives 
made  an  unfortunate  play  with 
the  customs  scandal.  The  issue 
{Continued  on  page  38) 


Father:  "So  you  propose  to  take  my  daughter  from  me  without  any  warning?" 
Nervous  Young  Man:  "Er — no — not  at  all.     If  there  is  anything  concern- 
ing her  you  want  to  warn  me  about,  I'm  willing  to  listen." 
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Why    Generals'    Nephews     Go 
Insane 

"The  Army,"  sighed  my  uncle, 
old.  General  Settupp,  "isn't  what 
it  used  to  be!" 

"Is  that  so,  Uncle?"  I  inter- 
rupted. "I'm  interested  to  hear 
you  say  that  because  I've  often 
thought — " 

"Then  don't  think!"  barked  the 
General,  whose  military  training 
has  resulted  in  his  manner  becom- 
ing   a    trifle    peremptory. 

"But  I  was  only  going  to 
say — ,"    1    continued. 

"Silence!"    roared    the    General. 

"Yes,  sir,"  I  responded   meekly. 

The  General  fixed  me  with  a 
glittering  eye. 

"Don't  'yes'   me!"   he  snapped. 

I  was  silent. 

Ten  seconds  passed. 

"The  Army,"  repeated  the  Gen- 
eral, slowly,  "isn't  what  it  used 
to  be." 

"You're  absolutely  right  there, 
Uncle,"  I  broke  in.  "From  what 
I've  read  it  seems  that — " 

The  General  rose  to  his  feet, 
apoplectic   and   bristling. 

"You ," 

he  boomed,  "can't  you  keep  quiet?" 

"Why,"  I  laughed  nervously, 
"I  only  meant  to  agree  with  you, 
I   didn't — " 

"Agree!"    snorted    the    General. 

"Agree!       Who    in wants   a 

young like    you    to    agree 

with  him?    Tell  me  that!" 

I  sank  back  in  my  chair,  slightly, 
I   must  say,   nonplussed. 

A  third  time  the  General  started. 

"The  Army,"  he  said,  with 
great  deliberation,  "isn't  what  it 
used  to  be." 

I  swallowed  hard  and  kept 
quiet. 

The  General  paused,  then  shot 
a  sidelong,  quasi-humorous  glance 
at   me. 

"And  it  never  was!"  he  con- 
cluded triumphantly.  "Haw-haw- 
haw-haw  !  "  — K.  Crombie. 
*      *      * 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 
Beside  his  sister  Mollie; 

Not  only  was  it  hot  to  him, 
But  also  hot  tamale. 


'Are  there  many  pretty  girls  on  the  boat?" 
'No;  only  five  of  us." 


s.  j.  SM1LOVITZ 

Examining  Doctor  (in  Anatomy):  "What  is  the  main  function, of 
the  tri-geminal  nerve?" 

"It  supplies  the  teeth  with  pain,  sir" 
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Incident  at  the  Court  of  King  Pomponius  XVIII 

By  Ron  Eoerson 


aesthetic 


AT  the  great  court  of  King 
Pomponius  XVIII,  where 
met  the  best  people  of  the 
Old-World  kingdom  of  Trondjeim, 
there  was  none  so  respected  or 
admired  as  the  aesthete,  Sigurd 
Flida.  To  him,  for  judgment, 
was  brought  every 
dispute.  He  was  the 
ultimate  critic  of 
every  effort  at  art, 
at  music  or  at 
drama  in  the  king- 
dom of  Trondjeim.  It 
was  he  who  determined 
whether  the  Crown 
Princess  would  look 
better  with  her  hair 
drawn  straight  back 
from  her  forehead  or 
fluffed  and  soft  about 
her  face.  He  ruled 
alone  and  not  even 
the  King  himself 
dared  dispute  Flida's 
judgment  of  the 
beautiful. 

But,  like  all  strongly 
individual  and  unre- 
strained characters, 
he  developed  idio- 
syncrasies. The  most 
peculiar  and  most 
aggravating  of  these 
was  a  propensity  to 
pun.  He  punned  on 
casion,     and,     as     his 


expedient  to  spend  most  of  its 
time  indoors,  principally  about 
the  great  table. 

Many  matters  were  disccussed 
about  this  table  and  many  argu- 
ments waxed  hot.  One  bleak  Feb- 
ruary night  the  Lord  Chancellor, 
unable     to     think     of     any     other 


Portrait  of  a  Cartoonist  Thinking  up  a  Very  Funny  Idea 


every  oc- 
exhausted 
auditors  considered,  when  there 
was  no  occasion.  This  condition 
obtained  with  increasing  intensity 
during  several  years. 

At  last  in  the  autumn  of  1623 
Pomponius  took  the  great  man 
with  him  to  his  lodge  for  the 
annual  zygote  hunting.  At  the  end 
of  the  second  week  the  King  sent 
his  guest  back  to  the  royal  prison 
in  chains.  And  Flida  remained  in 
the  dungeons  until  the  winter  of 
1640. 

This  winter  was  the  most  severe 
in  the  history  of  Trondjeim  (or  so 
the  citizens  informed  the  tourists 
who  visited  the  land  that  winter). 
At   any   rate    the   Court   found   it 


controversial  matter,  laid  it  down 
that,  of  the  Princess  Maud's  fea- 
tures, her  nose  had  the  most 
character. 

The  Crown  Prince  objected  to 
this,  holding  out  for  the  eyes. 
A  tense,  heated  and  soon  very 
personal  argument  ensued.  The 
entire  Court  became  involved. 
And  the  debate  extended  through- 
out the  night,  continued  without 
cessation  during  the  entire  next 
day,  and  was  verging  upon  violence 
by  the  second  midnight. 

At  this  point  a  courtier  sug- 
gested to  the  King  that  Flida 
be  brought  from  the  cells  to 
adjudicate  in  the  matter. 

Pomponius,  deep  in  his  cups, 
acquiesced.         And    the    aesthete 


was  straightway  brought  above 
ground  for  the  first  time  in  seven- 
teen years. 

The  moment  Pomponius  saw 
the  once  lionized  man  he  re- 
membered why  Flida  had  been 
incarcerated.  "Have  Monsieur 
Elliss,  the  Royal  Executioner, 
brought  here  at  once," 
he    commanded. 

When  they  had 
brought  M.  Elliss 
with  his  great  cleaver 
in  his  right  hand,  the 
King  said:  "Sigurd 
Flida,  will  you  meet 
M.  Elliss,  the  Royal 
Executioner?  M.  El- 
liss, Sigurd  Flida." 

"Sigurd  Flida,"  said 
the  King,  "we  have  a 
dispute  for  you  to 
settle.  If     in     your 

decision  you  conduct 
yourself  as  a  gentle- 
man we  shall  restore 
you  to  your  former 
position.  But  if  you 
pun,"  here  the  King 
tapped  his  right  fore- 
finger heavily  on  his 
left  palm,  "if  you  pun 
we  shall  be  forced  to 
trouble  M.  Elliss." 
There  was  a  great 
stillness  in  thejbanquet  hall  at  the 
Court  of  Trondjeim. 

"Determine,"  commanded  the 
King,  "whether  the  Princess 
Mauds  nose  or  eyes  have  the 
most  character." 

The  old  aesthete  spoke  softly  to 
three  men  who  had  crowded  close 
to  him.  "Your  Royal  Highness," 
he  said  aloud,  "let  me  have  paper 
and  pencil." 

Paper  and  pencil  were  brought. 
Flida  wrote  some  words,  folded  the 
paper  into  a  tight  wad  and  pre- 
sented it  to  a  page. 

All  eyes  were  upon  the  page  as 

he  walked  to  the  King.      All  eyes 

were     upon     the     King     as,     with 

difficulty,   he   unfolded   the   paper. 

(Continued  on  page  46) 
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Buddy  Brown  came  to  town 
to  ma\e  the  team.  So  far  all 
he  has  is  a  sport  sweater  and  a 
case  of  pigeon  toes  from 
Charlesloning. 


Buds  That  Burgeon 
in  the  Fall 

Specimens  of  Wild  Life  on  and 
Around  the  Campus 

Drawings  by  BRINGLOE 


Molly  Measles,  the  cute  little 
rascal,  is  preparing\a  little  paper 
for  the  Thinkers' Club  to-night. 
Isn't  Wordsworth  simply  dilly? 


V4v. 


i 


on. 


V 


Charlie  Speaker  is  a  poten- 
tial Mussolini.  The  books 
under  his  arm  are  minute  books 
of  three  separate  societies.  He 
is  chairman  of  more  committees 
than  there  are  subjects  in  his 
course.  The  round  shoulders 
come  from  the  weight  of  the 
emblems  on  his  watch  chain. 


Professor  Bucks  of  the  Com- 
merce course  is  a  financial 
expert.  Next  year  by  the  crea- 
tion of  a  sinking  and  the  proper 
manipulation  of  collateral  he 
hopes  to  buy  a  Ford. 


* 


•     V 


Molly's  boy  friend,  "Angel 
Eyes"  Crabfool  was  never  very 
popular  until  his  facility  in  the 
translation  of  French  magazines 
became  known.  At  present  he 
is  achieving  a  succes  fou  with 
his  rendition  of  Catullus. 


Ah-ha!  the  aristocrat!  From 
the  blase  expression  adorning 
the  brow  of  Danton  Van  Pugh 
one  might  suspect  that  his 
thoughts  were  of  Ezra  Pound  or 
Gertrude  Stein.  At  the  mom- 
ent he  is  contemplating  a  bur- 
lesque show. 


* 


Dainty  little  Dolly  Dillynook 
is  taking  household  science  and 
rightly  assumes  that  the  first 
requisite  of  the  household  is  a 
man.  Here  we  see  her  giving 
her  boyish  a  final  pat  before 
taking  an  evening  course  in  the 
latter  subject. 
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Unapproachable 

"This  is  our  latest  novelty,"  said  the  manufac- 
turer of  novelties. 

"Not  so  bad,"  replied  the  visitor,"  but  you  can't 
hold  a  candle  to  the  goods  we  make!" 

"Oh,  are  you  in  the  same  business?"  asked  the 
manufacturer. 

"No,"  replied  the  visitor,"  we  make  gunpowder." 

Non-Musical 

The  colored  parson  was  making  his  regular 
rounds  to  see  the  members  of  his  congregation. 

He  dropped  in  to  see  Mandy  and  found  her  busy 
at  her  wash  tubs. 

"I  jes'  dropped  in,  Mandy,  to  see  ef  yo'  would  be 
willin'  to  jine  de  mission  band  I'se  organizing,"  said 
the  parson. 

"Lawsy,  pawson,"  said  Mandy  as  she  straightened 
up  over  her  tub,  "don't  bother  me  wid  sech  things. 
You  knows  well  as  I  does  dat  I  can't  even  play  er 
mouf  organ!" 


"Did  you  deliver  that  nickel's  worth  of  liver  to  Mrs.       < 
Brown?" 

"Yes,  but  she  told  me  to  take  it  back  and  saD  ^ne  ca' 
had  caught  a  mouse." 

*        *        * 

The  Traveller 

By  Robert   D.    Little 

I  have  never  crossed  the  desert,  and  I've  never  been  to 

sea, 
But  I  know  how  moonlight  glistens   on  the  waters  of 

the  Dee; 
I  can  vision  huskies  mushing  over  snow-clad  trails  to 

Nome, 
And    can    see    the  sunlight   linger    on    the  Vatican  in 

Rome. 

I  know  just  how  the  Eskimos  can  fashion  igloo  huts, 
And  how  in  darkest  Africa  the  natives  live  on  nuts; 
I  know  that  cherry  blossoms  on  the  hills  of  old  Japan 
Are  as  picturesque  and  lovely  as  the  spires  of  Milan. 

I  am  privy  to  the  graces  of  the  hula-hula  sway 

As  the  native  beauties  dance  it  down  at  Paga-Paga 

Bay; 
I   can  tell  you  how    the  rhino  lives    at  home  in  the 

Soudan, 
And  how  they  grow  bananas  on  the  slopes  of  San  Juan. 

I  have  never  tramped  the  highways  and  I've  never 

crossed  the  brine, 
But  I  see  the  moving  pictures  every  Monday  night 

at  nine. 


Jane  used  to  bake  the  bread  for  Dad, 

But  now  it  is  not  so. 
No  more  she  works  the  dough  for  Dad, 

She's  working  Dad  for  dough. 

Jane  used  to  visit  on  the  step. 

But  now  it  comes  to  pass 
That  Jane's  not  gassing  on  the  step, 

She's  stepping  on  the  gas. 

Twas  once  "a  Jane  in  every  port," 

And  so  it  will  remain. 
Except  that  nowadays  the  port 
Is  mostly  in  the  Jane. 

Once  Jane  did  weep  when  John  did  court. 
And  should  he  smoke,  she'd  pout. 

But  now  she  smokes  him  into  court, 
And  then  she  bawls  him  out. 


J.H.S. 
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Does  Mush  Fiction  Bore  You? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


HAVE  you  a  hate  on  the  happy- 
ending?  Have  you  convictions  on 
style?  Does  the  talk  go  on  until  the 
small  hours  of  the  morning  in  your 
rooms  about  how  to  write? 

Then  you  will  like  Vanity  Fair. 

Celebrated  satirists  and  essayists  write 
for  Vanity  Fair,  unhampered  by  having 
to  cater  to  a  million  G-6  intelli- 
gences. Masters  of  the  art  of  impression 
—  such  as  Paul  Morand,  Ferenc  Mol- 
nar,  Sherwood  Anderson  —  contribute 
stretches  of  jeweled  language.  The 
younger  poets  are  in  its  pages  —  first. 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres:  Stars  in  their  M"slc:  Classical,  caco. 

ascendant,    comedy    in  phone  saxophone.  Per. 

its  glory.     The  season's  sonahties     and    noton 

successes,      and      why.  f es-      Critiques.  Pho 

Special  photographs.  tograpns. 

»).«.*  in.    vm.  .  Art:  New  schools  and 

Night  Life:  Whatever  how     to      rate      them 

i  s  new  among  the  crowd  Sound  work  and  how  to 

who  regard  the  dawn  as  appreciate  it.    Exhibits 

something  to    come  and  masterpieces. 


home  in. 


Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  ama- 
teur and  professional; 
turf  and  track.  By 
those  who  lead  the  field 


Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Letters:  New  essayists 

Movies:      Hollywood's  and  satirists.     Brilliant 

high  lights.     The  art  of  fooling.      Lions    photo- 

the    movies  —  if    any.  graphed   with   their 

And      photographs —  manes, 

ah-h!  - 

Motor    Cars:     Speed, 

Bridge:      The     chill  safety,     smartness,     as 

science   in  its  ultimate  last    conceived    in    Eu- 

refinements.       How    to  rope  and  America.    Sa- 

get  that  last  trick.  Fos-  Ions  and  shows.    Many 

ter  writing.  pictures. 

Fashions:    The    mode  World      Affairs:      The 

for  men  who  consider  it  field  of  politics,  foreign 

self-respecting     to     be  and  domestic.  Intimate 

well-groomed.     College  sketches    of    pilots    of 

preferences.  various  Ships  of  State. 
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There's  No  Better  Way 
to  Keep  Up 

'ANITY  FAIR  lives  in  the  World  affairs  are  also  covered, 
midst  of  Art  and  Life.  Sports  are  chronicled — particu- 
Whatever  is  new  in  any  of  the  lar  attention  is  paid  to  golf, 
arts — literature,  music,  sculp-  Bridge  is  discussed  in  its  most 
ture,  painting,  the  drama,  the  intricate  technicalities  by  ex- 
movies  —  gravitates  naturally  perts. 

into  Vanity  Fair's  pages.  Qothes  as  wom  by  gentlerrien 

Whenever  there  is  a  new  tech-  in    London     and    New    York 

nique,  a  new  trend  of  thought,  are     reviewed  —  considerable 

a  new  school  of  brilliant  young  space  being  devoted  to  the  best 

rebels,  it  is  noted,  weighed,  and  type  of  thing  worn  in  leading      < 
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STEWART- 

Matched- 
Announcing  Several  Important 
Additions  to  the  Stewart-Warner  Line 


STEWART- WARNER  Radio  Leadership 
has  again  been  demonstrated  in  the  most 
convincing  fashion. 

To  round  out  the  celebrated  Matched-Unit 
line,  Stewart- Warner  announce  the  following 
important  additions: 


The  completed  Stewart- Warner  Matched- 
Unit  line  meets  your  every  demand.  There 
is  a  model  to  match  your  purse — your  home 
- — your  taste. 

The  most  important  feature  as  far  as  you  are 
concerned  is  that  the  whole  line  conforms  to 
the  Stewart- Warner  Matched- 
Unit  Standard — every  instru- 
ment and  each  component  part 
is  matched  to  function  perfectly 
with  every  other  part — the  only 
possible  way  to  obtain  that 
perfection  of  reception  univer- 
sally known  as  Stewart-Warner. 

Stewart-Warner  dealers  are  located  Domin- 
ion-wide. They  are  selected  for  their  ability 
to  properly  represent  a  great  responsible 
manufacturer  whose  products  are  in  daily 
use  by  over  twelve  million  people. 

STEWART-WARNER  PRODUCTS  SERVICE  STATIONS 

TORONTO  MONTREAL  WINNIPEG  REGINA 

CALGARY  EDMONTON  VANCOUVER 


Three — new  5-Tube  Receivers 
with  two  tuning  dials. 

Four — new  6-Tube  Receivers 
with  one  tuning  dial. 

And — a  new  type  reproducer 
employing  an  entirely  new 
principle. 


For  your  own  satisfaction 
do  not  purchase  any  Radio 
Receiver  or  Reproducer 
until  you  have  heard  the 
STEWART-WARNER 


These  new  models  do  not  in  any  way  sup- 
plant any  of  the  present  Stewart-Warner 
Matched-Unit   line   but  are   added   to   give 

C election  of  styles,  models  and 
3se  from. 


TUNE  IN  STATION  WBBM,  226  METERS 

THE  STEWART-WARNER  AIR  THEATRE 


Sunday— 12:30  P.M.  to  2:00  P.M..  4:00  P.M. 

to  6:00  P.  M.,  8.00  P.M.  to  10:00  P.  M. 
Monday-1  2:01  A.  M.  to  3:00  A.  M.,  4:00 

P.  M.  to  7:00  P.  M. 
Tueaday-4:00  P.  M.  to  6:00  P.  M.,  8:00  P.  M. 

to  12:00  P.  M. 
Wednesday— 4:00  P.  M.  to  6:00  P.  M-,  8:00 

P.  M.  to  10:00  P.  M. 


Thursday— 12:01  A.  M.  to  2:00  A.  M..  4:00 
P.M.  to  6:00  P.M., 8:00  P.M.to  12:00  P.M. 

Friday— 4:00  P.  M.  to  6:00  P.  M.,  8:00  P.  M. 
to  10:00  P.  M. 

Saturday— 4:00  P.M.  to  6:00  P.M.,  8:00  P.M. 
to  2:00  A.  M. 

CHICACO  TIME 


TWELVE        MILLION         PEOPLE 
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•WARNER 

Unit  Radi 


Model  325 — 5  tubes,  3  dials 
$105.00 


Model  501 -AX— Tube 

( Can  be  used  witk  set 
of  any  make) 

$2.75 


Model  350 — 6  tubes,   1  dial 
Built-in  reproducer — $155.00 


Model  400 — Horn  type 

(Can  be  used  with  set 

of  any  make) 

$35.00 


Model  415 — New  type 

<  Can  be  used  with  set 

of  any  make) 

$42.50 


Model  345 — 6  tubes,  1  dial 
$112.00 


lei 

Console 

5  tubes,  2  dials 

$250.00 


Model  315 — Console 
5  tubes,  3  dials— $350.00 


►Model  360 — Highboy  Console} 

6  tubes,  1  dial 

$565.00 


Prices  shown  are  without  Accessories 


USING        STEWART-WARNER        PRODUCTS 
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Conversation  returned    the    young    man,    "but  "Of  course  we've  both  been  to  all 

A  young  man  at  a  formal  dinner  after  we  have  hashed  over  all  the  the     current     plays,     some     good, 

party  found  himself  placed  next  to  operas     we've     heard     and     slept  some    bad    and     some    indifferent, 

a    young    lady    who    was    a    total  through,  and  after  we  have  quoted  Each  of  us  has  a  great  line  featuring 

stranger   to  him.       At   first  a  few  as  original  every  comment  we  can  all  the  comedians'  wisecracks.      If 

polite     remarks     were     exchanged  remember      from       the       various  you  pull  a  good  one  first,  I'll  have 

and    then    followed    a    somewhat  librettos,    the    soup   will   be   cold,  a  laugh  and  then  try  not  to  forget 

lengthy  silence.     Finally  the  young  the  fish  forgotten,  and  my  nerves  and    tell    it    to    you     ten     minutes 

a  wreck.     Speaking  for  myself  I'm  later.      I'm    sure    that    we    would 


man  spoke. 

"As  I  believe 
it  customary  to 
talk  on  some 
subject  at  an 
affair  of  this 
nature,  I  am 
going  to  call 
on  you,  Miss 
Smith,  to  sug- 
gest some- 
thing." 

"Well,  there's 
art,"  said  the 
girl. 

Yes,  re- 

plied the  young 
man,  "there's 
art.  Personally 
my  p  r  o  f  o  u  nd 
knowledge  of 
the  subject 
comes  from 
these  Be  Your 
Own  Guide 
handbooks 
which  are 
passed  out  in 
the  museums. 
They  are  writ- 
ten, I  think,  by 
a  fish  peddler 
in  collaboration 
with  a  steeple- 
jack,  with 
possibly  an  art 
critic  or  two 
thrown  in. 
Now  you  may 
be  a  highbrow 
art  student,  in 
which  case  you 

will  talk  about  pastels,  shadings, 
and  whatnot,  while  I  sit  in  agony 
and  hope  that  somebody  throws  a 
fit  just  to  relieve  the  atmosphere. 
As  I  came  here  to  enjoy  myself  I 
vote  that  we  don't  talk  about  art." 

"How  about   music?"  suggested 
the  girl. 

"Yes,  we  might  talk  of    music," 


"Beastly  service  here." 

"Yes,  but  this  real  exotic  atmosphere  is  irresistible." — New  Yorker 

all  for  jazz  anyhow,  and  probably 
you  are;  but  as  neither  of  us  would 
think  of  admitting  this,  we  will 
spend  a  miserable  evening  burying 
all  the  operas." 

The  girl  laughed.     "What  about 
the  plays?"  she  questioned. 

"Oh,  yes, "replied  the  young  man. 


have  a  perfectly 
uproarious  even- 
ing laughing  at 
our  own  jokes! 
Really,  I  am  in 
favor  of  some 
other  topic." 

The  young 
lady  thought  a 
few  moments 
apparently 
somewhat  per- 
p  1  e  x  e  d  .  "I 
would  suggest 
the  weather," 
she  said  finally, 
"except  that 
everyone  at  the 
table  has 
already  thor- 
oughly ex- 
hausted the 
subject." 

"Correc  t," 
answered 
the  young  man, 
"and     speaking 
of      our      fellow 
guests   I    call  to 
your     attention 
the    very    large 
woman    at    the 
other  end  of  the 
table  who  is  so 
horribly 
undressed.        If 
she    could    only 
see  what  a  spec- 
tacle    she    pre- 
sents!" 
"That's  the  truth,  "said  the  girl, 
brightening    perceptibly,     "and — 
would   you    believe  it? — they  say 
that  the  sad-faced  man  sitting  two 
seats    from  her  has  been  divorced 
six  times  and  yet  has  the  nerve  to 
try  his  luck  again!" 

And    thus   at  length    a     subject 
of  mutual  interest  was  discovered. 
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Drawn  by  EDGAR  SPENCELEY 


Sympathiser:   "How's  your  crystal  set  going  now,  old  man?" 

Optimist:   "Oh,  much  better,  thanks — but  still  we  can't  actually  hear  anything!" — Passing  Show. 


For  Sale — Touring  Car 

{A  long  way  after  Shakespeare) 

Farewell!     Thou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing, 

I  might  have  known  I  couldn't  stand  the  strain, 
Thy  needs  would  keep  a  Wall  Street  genius  guessing, 

I  shall  become  pedestrian  again. 
I  had  thee  merely  by  the  agent's  granting, 

One  hundred  dollars  down — I  never  thought 
This  battered  thing,  tail  light  and  windshield  wanting, 

This  weak-lunged  parasite,  was  what  I  bought; 
The  time  and  precious  greenbacks  I  have  wasted, 

In  freeing  thee  from  sudden  gastric  pain, 
Remarks  that  I  have  made,  the  while  I  tasted 

The  joys  of  cranking  thee,  in  pouring  rain! 

I  thought,  in  buying  thee,  my  pride  to  flatter, 

— Write  "n"  for  "r"  in  that  word — but  no  matter! 

— Loretta  Roche  in  "Verse." 

*        *        * 

"Have  you  heard  what  they  are  doing  with  the 
revolting  Chinese?" 

"No,    what?" 

"Why,  they're  plastering  the  Chinks  in  the 
Great    Wall."  — College    Comics. 


Without  Benefit  of  Moonlight 

If  I  could  tell  my  love  at  lunch  some  noon, 
Within  four  noisy  walls  of  cold,  white  tile, 

If  I  could  speak  above  the  clash  of  spoon, 

And  warm  my  words  with  eager,  happy  smile, 

If,  loverlike,  I  whispered,  gayly  rash, 

To  orchestra  of  falling  silverware, 
And  paused  'twixt  forks  of  ruddy  corned  beef  hash, 

To  tell  you,  dearest,  that  you're  wondrous  fair, 

If  I,  by  love,  became  created  bard, 

And  could  enkindle  blush,  and  smile  and  sigh, 
And  furthermore  could  make  you  disregard, 

That  gentleman  who's  eating  kidney  pie, 

If  I  could  there  to  you  my  passion  tell, 
Nor  make  the  telling  of  it  seem  absurd, 

If  I  could  do  that,  my  sweetheart,  well, 

I  have  a  hunch  that  "Yes"  would  be  the  word. 

— John    G.     Hart. 
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HPO  add  the  final  touch  to  shav- 
ing luxury,  we  have  created 
Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc — 
especially  for  men.  Doesn't  show. 
Leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  fresh, 
and  gives  that  well-groomed  look. 
Try  the  sample  we  are  sending  free 
with  the  tube  of  Shaving  Cream. 
There  are  new  delights  here  for  every 
ma  n  who  shaves .  Please  let  us  prove 
them  to  you.        Clip  coupon   now. 


JLCiiril  Wily   thousands  of  men  are 
flocking  to  this  new  shaving  creation 

Accept,  please,  a  10-day  tube  to  try 


GENTLEMEN: — Your  present  shaving  soap  may  be 
exactly  fitted  to  your  needs — or,  it  may  be  failing  in  one  of 
five  important  ways.  Shaving  is  so  important  a  thing  in 
your  life  that  it  will  pay  you,  we  believe,  to  find  out 
whether  or  not  you  are  getting  the  utmost  in  a  shaving 
cream. 

80%  of  the  users  of  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  once  were 
wedded  to  rival  preparations.  We  won  them  by  sending 
a  10-day  tube  for  trial.     May  we  do  as  much  for  you? 

5  mistakes  corrected 

1.  Lather  too  scanty — Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  multi- 
plies itself  in  lather  250  times.  A  tiny  bit — just  one-half 
gram — suffices  for  a  shave. 

2.  Slow  action — Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  acts  in  one 
minute.  Within  that  time  the  beard  absorbs  15%  of 
water.     And  makes  a  hard  beard  wax-like,  soft. 

3.  Dries  on  face — The  lather  of  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream 
maintains  its  creamy  fullness  for  ten  minutes  on  the  face. 

Made  in  Canada 


^PALMOLIVE 
anavmdCreatn 


4.  Hairs  lie  down — That  is  due  to  weak  bubbles. 
Strong  bubbles  are  essential  to  support  the  hairs  for  cut- 
ting. Palmolive  bubbles  are  strong — they  hold  the  hairs 
erect  for  the  razor. 

5.  Skin  irritations — The  palm  and  olive  oil  content  of 
Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  leaves  the  face  in  fine  condition. 
Men  like  the  after-effects. 

Let  us  prove  this 

We  ask  your  permission  to  prove  these  things — to  send 
you  a  tube  to  try.  We  are  masters  of  soap  making.  One 
of  our  soaps — Palmolive — is  a  leader  among  toilet  soaps  of 
the  world.  We  have  worked  hard  to  excel  in  a  Shaving 
Cream.  We  made  up  and  tested  130  formulas  before  we 
attained  our  ideal.  Do  us  the  kindness  to  mail  this 
coupon,  for  your  sake  and  for  ours. 

THE  PALMOLIVE  COMPANY  OF  CANADA,  Limited 
Montreal  Toronto  Winnipeg 

10  SHAVES  FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and  mail  to 
Dept.  B-1215,  The  Palmolive  Company  of  Canada, 
Limited,  Toronto,  Ontario. 


Print  your  name  and  address  clearly. 
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OCTOBER  DI5C  RELEA5EJ 


With  this  issue  Goblin  in- 
augurates a  new  department,  for 
which  purpose  the  high-salaried 
executive  and  critic  whose  n.  de 
p.  appears  below,  has  been  en- 
gaged at  an  unheard-of  rate  to  sit 
through  the  first  nights  and  pre- 
views of  condensed  melodies  and 
rhythms.  The  amiable  purpose  of 
the  remarks  appended  below  is  to 
eliminate  that  ghastly  moment  in 
the  record  shop  when  the  long- 
suffering  expression  on  the  face  of 
the  clerk  makes  it  difficult  to  say 
that  none  of  the  six  records  he  has 
played  for  you  will  do.  Here's  the 
dope  on  some  of  them: 

In  "The  Birth  of  the  Blues" 
(Victor)  Paul  Whiteman  has  scored 
a  knock-out.  Weird  and  wonder- 
ful chords  feature  a  record  that  has 
passages  reminiscent  of  Gershwin's 
"Rhapsody  in  Blue."  "Countess 
Maritza"  on  the  reverse  is  pretty. 
Whiteman  has  another  fantastic 
and  highly  successful  piece  of  dance 
music  in  "Moonlight  on  the 
Ganges,"  characterized  by  more 
eerie  chords.  "Precious"  on  the 
back  has  some  mean  piano  work 
but  leans  toward  the  commonplace. 

Both  Apex  and  Brunswick  have 
brought  out  records  of  "Barcelona" 
with  "On  the  Riviera"  on  the  re- 
verse side.  The  Brunswick  record 
is  by  Ben  Selvin  and  his  orchestra, 
while  Lanin  ("Barcelona")  and  the 
Hollywood  Dance  Orchestra  ("On 
the  Riviera")  do  their  stuff  for 
Apex.  These  two  pieces,  both  on 
the  Valencia  model,  seem  headed 
for  moderate  popularity.  The 
Apex  versions  are  treated  more  as 
matches  while  the  Selvin  method 
is  faster  and  more  intricately 
orchestrated. 

A  record  of  unusual  beauty  is 
"Thais:  Meditation,"  played  by 
Toscha  Seidel  for  Columbia.  The 
genius  of  Massenet  is  worthily 
interpreted  by  the  violin  which  has 
already  thrilled  a  great  portion  of 
the  world.  On  the  reverse  side 
Seidel's  rendition  of  "Humor- 
esque"     compensates     that     long- 


suffering  piece  for  many  a  fearful 
massacre. 

The  Merrymakers  have  pro- 
duced another  mammoth  record 
for  Brunswick  upon  which  they 
visit  Spain  and  Hawaii.  This  re- 
cord, while  amusing,  can  scarcely 
hope  to  compare  with  the  first 
Merrymakers'  effort  of  this  type. 
It  lacks  the  novelty  and — if  a 
record  may  have  it — personality 
of  the  "Carnival."  The  Spanish 
effort  has  an  heroic  recitative  bull 
fight  in  it. 

Them  as  craves  male  quintets 
and  such  will  probably  go  gaga 
over  the  Singing  Sophomores  as 
they  warble  and  croon  through 
"When  the  Red,  Red  Robin  Comes 
Bob,  Bob,  Bobbin'  Along"  and 
"All  I  Want  to  Do"  (Columbia). 
The  boys  are  keen,  mellow  and 
simply  full  of  cute  tricks.  Inci- 
dentally they  have  really  good 
voices  wonderfully  blended. 

The  A  and  B  Battery  Boys 
have  another  male  vocal  that  a 
soft  needle  can  make  as  soothing 
as  a  summer  breeze  by  moonlight 
in  "Out  Yonder"  (Apex).  Their 
rendition  of  "Hi-Diddle-Diddle" 
in  the  next  act  is  the  best  we  have 
heard  of  this  nursery  Charleston. 
Nobody  whines  in  it. 


On  the  Night  Air-Express 

From  force  of  habit,  Mr.  Jonsson 

puts  his  boots  outside.  '% 

— Sondagsnisse-Stix,  Stockholm. 


"Hello,  Baby"  (Victor),  by 
Philip  Spitalny,  with  the  assistance 
of  his  orchestra,  seems  destined  to 
become  one  of  those  pest  tunes  of 
the  season.  No  kidding,  it's  as 
good  as  that.  If  the  family  up- 
stairs haven't  got  it  by  now  we'll 
send  them  ours  under  plain  wrap- 
per— if  you  don't  watch  out. 
"Only  You  and  Lonely  Me,"  with 
it,  is  only  fair.  "Who  Wouldn't?" 
another  Victor,  by  Johnny  Hamp's 
Kentucky  Serenaders,  is  so  much 
like  "No  Foolin'  "  as  to  be  really 
good.  It  has  opposite  it  the  latest 
"Bananas"  type  effort,  "What!  No 
Spinach?"  played  by  Irving  Aaron- 
son's  outfit,  with  a  refrain  by  Phil 
Saxe  and  chorus.  It  ranks  about 
55  per  cent. 

As  an  oddity,  "There's  a  New 
Star  in  Heaven  To-night,"  sung 
by  Bob  White,  is  worthy  of  note. 
This  dirge  for  Valentino  is  about 
the  acme  of  sentimental  tosh  and 
should  warn  all  intelligent  movie 
stars  (if  any)  of  the  necessity  of 
holding  their  health  as  long  as 
possible.  Maybe  you'll  like  it 
though.  Look  at  "Abie's  Irish 
Rose."  "Sleepy  Head,"  across  the 
way,  sung  by  Edward  Clark,  is  a 
wake-up  song  with  a  lullaby  tech- 
nique (Apex). 

"How  Could  Red  Riding  Hood?" 
(Brunswick),  sung  by  the  Yacht 
Club  Boys,  is  very  spicy,  very 
catchy  and  very  Broadway.  I  like 
it;  it's  got  speed,  personality  and 
oh,  what  time,  with  its  canned 
night-club  atmosphere!  The  boys 
also  render  "Every  Little  While" 
as  an  encore  for  the  multicolored 
spotlights.  A  sure  hit,  but,  chil- 
dren, don't  give  this  record  to 
Granny  next  Christmas. 

The  following  also  deserve  your 
notice: 

"Dream  of  Love  and  You"  and 
"Chinese  Moon"  (Columbia)  are 
two  splendid  fox-trots  made  more 
so  by  Leo  Reisman's  orchestra. 
Nothing  sensational,  but  fine  melo- 
dy and  rhythm.  You'll  like  them. 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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NIGGER  HEAVEN.  By  Carl 
Van  Vechten.  Toronto:  The 
Macmillan  Company  of  Canada. 
$2.50. 

"Step  on  it,  big  boy,"  "Hey, 
hey,"  "Do  dat  thing."  Blue  notes 
and  black  bodies,  smoke-filled  air 
and  gin-filled  savages  in  a  Harlem 
basement — this  is  what  the  title 
'Nigger  Heaven  is  apt  to  bring  to 
the  mind  of  the  reader  when  it  is 
learned  that  the  scene  is  Harlem. 
However,  when,  after  the  ex- 
ceedingly low-brow  prologue,  Van 
Vechten  swings  into  the  story 
and  introduces  characters  who 
talk  and  think  as  only  people  in  a 
Van  Vechten  novel  can  or  would, 
the  aristocracy  of  Harlem,  with 
their  magnificent  if  rococo  homes, 
their  Rolls-Royces  and  their  house- 
parties,  it  comes  as  a  shock  but 
withal  a  pleasant  one.  An  en- 
tirely new  world  for  exploration 
has  been  opened  up.  Few  people 
have  considered  the  negro  except 
as  a  sociological  problem,  as  serv- 
ants, or  as  subjects  for  the  de- 
lightful pen  of  Octavus  Roy  Cohen. 
Here  is  another  negro  world  which 
actually  exists,  pantomiming  the 
life  of  the  smart  set  of  the  white 
world  with  ghastly  exaggeration. 
Most  of  the  characters  are 
sophisticated,  well-educated,  fre- 
quently college  graduates,  have  a 
command  of  French  as  well  as 
English,  and  a  complete  inde- 
pendence of  the  world  outside 
Harlem,  and  yet  for  the  most  part 
they  are  trying  to  forget  their 
origin.  We  find  them  nevertheless 
a  race-conscious  class,  childlike, 
impulsive   and  amusing,   not  only 


to  others  but  to  themselves.  In 
the  midst  of  a  whirl  of  picturesque 
and  somewhat  hectic  types,  Mary 
Love  stands  out  as  a  tremendously 
sane  and  pathetic  figure. 

Mary  Love  is  a  librarian,  a 
genuine  intellectual,  and  appar- 
ently almost  identical  in  type  with 
any  other  serious-minded  girl  earn- 
ing her  living  in  a  large  city. 
Her  love  affair  with  the  weak 
Byron  Kasson  is  a  poignant  and 
tragic  affair.  Kasson  is  a  young 
university  graduate,  who  believes 
he  can  write,  but  who  prefers  to 
ape  the  better  of  the  white  authors 
rather  than  to  find  his  material 
in  that  fertile  world  in  which  he 
moves. 

Like  a  bird  of  paradise,  the 
golden  brown  Lasca  Sartoris  flashes 
across  the  scene,  an  exotic,  un- 
tamed creature,  whose  interest  in 
men  is  precisely  that  of  her 
interest  in  cocktails,  active  but 
transient.  Her  whim  for  Kasson 
completes  the  tragic  triangle. 

Perhaps  in  one  respect  Nigger 
Heaven  differs  greatly  from  the 
average  Van  Vechten  book:  in  its 
underlying  serious  drama.  For 
example,  witness  the  following 
paragraph.  The  man  whom  Byron 
has  come  to  "The  Black  Venus"  to 
kill  has  just  been  shot  by  someone 
else. 

"Pandemonium.  Stampede. 

Glasses  smashed.  Tables  upset. 
Shrieks.  Cries.  Howls.  The 
room  was  empty.  Byron  alone 
sat  staring  ahead  of  him.  A  fixed, 
blank  stare.  He  was  thinking  how 
Paul  Robeson  looked  when  he 
sang   'Were    You  There?'     He    re- 


membered that  he  owed  Howard 
a  hundred  dollars.  Fingers  like 
golden-brown  chrysanthemum 

petals    He    drew    his 

revolver  and  shot  once,  twice  into 
the  ugly  black  mass.  Immediately 
his  anger  left  him.  The  gun 
slipped  from  his  fingers.  His  legs, 
shaking  with  terror,  refused  to 
support  him.  He  sank  to  his  knees. 
'Mary,' he  cried  aloud,  'I  didn't  do 
it!  I  didn't  doit!'  He  was  curi- 
ously conscious  that  a  white  hand 
was  reaching  for  the  gun.  He 
looked  to  face  a  coat  of  blue 
buttoned  with  brass." 

Distinctly  not  a  happy  ending. 

FRATERNITY  ROW.     By  Lynn 

and  Lois  Montross.       George  H. 

Doran  Company,  Publishers. 

Lynn  and  Lois  Montross,  high 
priest  and  high  priestess  of  the 
undergraduate  world,  after  vari- 
ous essays  in  literature  conducted 
individually,  have  united  to  pro- 
duce another  epic  of  the  campus. 
In  Fraternity  Row,  the  stories 
concern  the  legends  attributed  to 
the  synthetic  Paul  Bunyan  of  the 
colleges,  Andy  Protheroe.  Andy  is 
one  of  the  Big  Men  in  College,  not 
on  account  of  his  prowess  on  the 
gridiron  or  in  the  examination  hall, 
but  more  because  he  is  the  proto- 
type of  what  every  freshman  thinks 
he  will  be,  the  Dean  willing  and 
his  father's  cash  holding  out. 

The  stories  and  sketches  in 
Fraternity  Row  are  all  independent 
of  each  other  and  are  not  in- 
tended to  turn  the  searchlight  on 
the  academic  situation,  but  solely 
to  amuse.      The  first  story  of  the 
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volurne,  which  is  a  fair  sample, 
concerns  the  resourcefulness  of 
the  monumental  Andy  in  out- 
witting the  tactics  of  a  heartless 
gang  of  academic  high-brows  who 
are  resolved  to  put  on  the  fritz 
his  dance  in  honor  of  the  de- 
lectable Phoebe  Fairley.  It  is  a 
good  story,  and  amusing.  It  is  a 
pity  all  the  others  are  not  quite 
up  to  the  same  standard.  Alto- 
gether a  light  and  diverting  volume. 

SHOW  BOAT.  By  Edna  Ferber' 
Toronto:  S.  B.  Gundy,  Pub- 
lishers.    $2.00. 

There  really  are  show  boats 
to-day  plying  the  little  towns  up 
and  down  the  Mississippi,  Cairo, 
Memphis,  New  Orleans,  and  the 
little  tributary  streams,  theMonon- 
gahela  River  and  the  Kanawha. 
There  really  exists  a  French's  New 
Sensation,  and  at  this  moment  it's 
troop  may,  for  all  we  know,  be 
presenting  "Tempest  and  Sun- 
shine" as  it  was  played  on  Cap- 
tain Andy  Hawkes'  Cotton  Blos- 
som Floating  Palace  Theatre  in 
the  old  days  of  which  Edna 
Ferber  writes. 

From  earliest  times  theatrical 
troupes  have  been  rich  material 
for  the  playwright  and  novelist. 
The  careless  life  and  the  drama 
within  drama,  the  old  Clown  with 
the  Aching  Heart  idea,  have 
formed  an  unfailing  source  of 
interest.  Certainly  there  never 
was  a  troupe  more  picturesque  than 
the  players  who  formed  the  cast  of 
"East  Lynne,"  "Tempest  and  Sun- 
shine," "The  Parson's  Bride"  or 
"A  Dollar  for  a  Kiss"  in  the 
halcyon  days  on  the  Mississippi. 
There  was  old  lovable  Andy 
Hawkes  himself,  his  wife,  the 
indomitable  Parthenia         Ann 

Hawkes,  the  fascinating  and  truly 
charming  Magnolia,  their  daughter, 
Gaylord  Ravenal,  the  gambler, 
the  aristocrat,  the  actor,  the  dandy; 
dark,  indolent,  passionate  Julie 
Dozier,  her  husband  Steve,  Erne, 
Schultzy  and  the  rest.  The  drama 
of  life  on  the  Cotton  Blossom  was 
no  less  highly  colored  and  melo- 
dramatic than  the  plays  they 
presented. 


Edna  Ferber  gives  us  in  a 
second  episode  a  picture  of  the 
incredible  life  of  the  gamblers' 
Chicago  of  the  naughty  nineties, 
when  Magnolia  and  little  Kim, 
her  daughter,  depend  for  their 
fortunes  upon  the  mercurial  luck 
of  Ravenal,  an  existence  which  leads 
from  riches  to  rags  and  back  to 
riches  again  with  unpredictable 
rapidity. 

The  final  episode,  that  of  Broad- 
way to-day,  and  Kim  as  a  suc- 
cessful actress  of  the  new  type,  is 
something  of  an  anti-climax. 
While  convincing,  it  brings  an 
extraneous  atmosphere  to  bear 
upon  the  novel  as  a  whole,  since 
in  it  the  picturesque  is  entirely 
lacking. 

The  never-changing  background 
of  the  drama  of  Show  Boat  is  the 
Mississippi.  Its  spell  is  upon 
Magnolia,  and  she  never  escapes 
it.  In  the  end  she  goes  back  to 
finish  her  days  as  a  show  boat 
producer,  and  it  is  there  that  she 
finds  her  final  happiness. 

The  greatest  charm  which  Edna 
Ferber  has  brought  to  this  work  is 
her  faculty  for  the  skilful  exaggera- 
tion of  character,  which,  without 
the  sacrifice  of  conviction,  suc- 
ceeds in  interpreting  life  with 
tremendous  dramatic  force.  It  is 
a  method  which  is  reminiscent  of 
Dickens  and  is  undoubtedly  the 
ideal  method  for  a  romantic  novel. 


"/  have  told  you  that  I  will  make 
no  more  clothes  for  you  until  you  pay 
me  what  you  owe  me  already." 

"But  I  can't  possibly  wait  that 
long!" — Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 


LITTLE  BIG  EARS  AND  THE 
PRINCESS.      By  Carol  Cassidy 
Cole.        Toronto:       The    Musson 
Book  Company.     75c. 
BOB  AND  BILL  SEE  CANADA. 
By    Alfred    E.    Uren.      Toronto: 
The  Musson  Book  Company.    75c. 
Here  are  two  new  juvenile  books, 
produced  entirely  in   Canada  and 
written  by  Canadians.       Bob  and 
Bill  is  also  undoubtedly  addressed 
to  Canadian  children.       Bob  and 
Bill    concerns    the   coast    to   coast 
trip    of    two    conscientious    young 
rabbits.       Their   trip   is  distinctly 
educational,  and  with   skilful  read- 
ing the  Canadian  child  should,  in 
spite    of    itself,    absorb    a    certain 
amount  of  useful  information  about 
the  Dominion.       The  illustrations 
are  by  W.  Goode. 

Little  Big  Ears  and  the  Princess 
is  a  fairy  story,  delightfully  illu- 
strated by  L.  A.  Govey,  whose 
drawings  have  a  whimsical  touch 
which  is  exceedingly  well  adapted 
to  the  purpose.  The  book  itself 
is  well  above  the  average  of  recent 
juveniles,  and  deserves  a  good 
Canadian  circulation. 

OUR     DOCTORS.       By     Maurice 
Duplay.       Translated    from    the 
French  by  Joseph   Collins.      To- 
ronto, Musson  Book  Go.,  $2.00. 
It  is  very  probable  that  this  book 
will  be  the  object  of  much  severe 
criticism,  both  for  its  inferences  re- 
garding the  medical  profession  and 
for    the    extreme    frankness,    sup- 
posed in  some  circles  to  be  charac- 
teristic of  the  French,  with  which 
the  love  affairs  of  the  chief  charac- 
ter, Daruel,  are  dealt. 

It  is  at  the  same  time  an  allega- 
tion that  unprincipled  physicians 
and  surgeons  are  not  mythical  but 
very  real,  and  the  story  of  a  self- 
centred,  ruthless  practitioner  into 
whose  heart  kindness  and  human 
sympathy  finally  make  their  way 
through  a  great  sorrow  and  much 
clever  writing  upon  the  part  of  the 
author. 

Three    characters,    representing 
three    widely    divergent    types    of 
practitioners,    are    depicted:     one 
(Continued  on  page  37) 
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October  Disc  Releases 

(Continued  from  page  30) 

"Ev'rything's  Gonna  Be  All 
Right"  and  "Hello,  Aloha"  (Apex): 
Two  already  popular  fox-trots  that 
rank  about  80  per  cent,  on  this 
recording. 

"Ting-a-Ling,  the  Bells'll  Ring" 
and  "Why  Do  You  Want  to  Know 
Why?"  (Victor):  They're  good  if 
you  have  room  in  your  case  for  an 
extra  fox-trot. 

"Bye-bye,  Blackbird"  and  "You 
Know  I  Do"  (Apex),  "Lonesome 
and  Sorry,"  with  "No  More  Wor- 
ryin'  '  (Apex),  "Tell  Me  You 
Love  Me,"  with  "Breezin'  Along" 
(Victor),  together  with  the  Apex 
rendering  of  "Valencia"  and 
"Could  I?"  are  four  discs  which 
are  good  straightforward  dance 
pieces.  The  three  Apex  selections 
are  pieces  already  popular,  while 
"Breezin'  Along"  has  a  fine  swing. 

"Forgotten"  and  "Until"  (Col- 
umbia),  sung  by  Louis  Graveure, 


are  two  sentimental  ballads  which 
are  given  a  fine  robust  quality  in 
Graveure's  splendid  voice. 

"Walking  Around  in  Circles" 
(Victor),  by  Art  Landry's  orches- 
tra, can't  miss.  "For  My  Sweet- 
heart," on  the  back,  is  also  good. 
— Ida  Record. 

Switchcraft 

The    Bride    (at    the    telephone): 

"Oh,   John,   do  come  home.      I've 

plugs    in    some    way. 

is    all     covered     with 

the    electric    ice    box 

'I      Wonder     What's 


mixed  the 
The  radio 
frost,  and 
is  singing, 
Become  of  Sally.'" 


— Life. 


Don't  Be  a  Sil 

"Where   are   you   going,   daugh- 
ter?" 

"Down  stairs  to  get  some  water." 
"In  your  night  gown?" 
"No,  in  this  pitcher." 

— Yellow  Jacket- 


The  Nerve 

"Have  you  a  Charles  Dickens  in 
your  home?"  asked  the  polite 
book  agent. 

"No!"  she  snapped. 

"Or  a  Robert  Louis  Stevenson?" 

"No!" 

"Or  a  Gene  Field?" 

"No,  we  ain't,  and  what's  more, 
we  don't  run  a  boarding  house 
here  either.  If  you're  looking  for 
them  fellows,  you  might  try  the 
house  across  the  street." 

—  The  Christian  Evangelist. 

Probably  Would 

When  a  man  gives  a  motor  cop 
a  tale  of  woe,  the  cop  merely  says: 
"Tell  it  to  the  judge." 

But  when  a  pretty  girl  gives  the 
cop  a  dazzling  smile,  he  doesn't 
advise  her  to  try  that  on  the  judge. 

He  knows  it  would  probably 
work. 

— Louisville  Courier- Journal. 


The  Temper  is  all  in  the 
blade  of  a  Durham-Duplex 

See  for  yourself.  Get  a  gen- 
uine Durham-Duplex  Demon- 
strator razor  with  one  blade 
for  only  25c.  A  real  razor — not 
a  toy.  If  your  dealer  cannot 
supply  you,  send  coupon  Indic- 
ating style  razor  preferred. 


Address"' 


*"s£*g>«  Co. 


Ourh~^    •  °nt. 


"irha 


°>-.Di 


"Dlex 


Inter- 
changeable Blades  60c 
package  of  5. 

DURHAM-DUPLEX  RAZOR   CO.,   LTD. 

Dept.    G.,    50    Pearl  St.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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The  Blade  Men  Swear  By— Not  At 
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Poetic  Justice 

Passenger  (formerly  telephone 
girl) — "Porter,  why  didn't  you  call 
me  as  I  told  you?" 

Sleeping-Car  Porter — "Ah  did, 
lady,  Ah  sho'  did.  Ah  sade, 
"Seben-thirty,  ma'am,"  and  you 
sade,  'Line's  busy.'" 

— New  Haven  Register. 

*  *        * 

History  Professor — "My  dear 
young  lady,  do  you  mean  to  say 
you  have  never  heard  of  the 
Mayflower  Compact?" 

B.V.D. — "No,  what  is  it,  a 
new  Djer-Kiss  product?" 

— Sub-Base  Ballast. 

*  *        * 

Unidentified 

Chaperon — "Just  saw  a  young 
man  on  the  back  porch  trying  to 
kiss  your  daughter." 

Modern  Mother — "Did  he  suc- 
ceed?" 

Chaperon — "No,  he  did  not." 

Modern  Mother— "Well,  it 
wasn't  my  daughter,  then." 

— Rammer- Jammer. 

On  With  the  Ball 

With  the  fall  influx  of  travelers 
and  its  consequent  hotel  rush, 
a  recent  bridegroom  has  related  his 
most  disconcerting  experience.  Re- 
turning to  the  city  with  his  wife, 
he  betook  himself  to  one  of  New 
York's  largest  and  most  fashionable 
hotels.  He  had  wired  for  accom- 
modations. 

To  the  young  man's  discomfiture 
the  hotel  management  had  failed  to 
receive  his  wire.  No  room  would 
be  available  until  morning.  Mean- 
while, it  being  already  midnight, 
the  tired  travelers  insisted  em- 
phatically that  the  hotel  provide 
temporary  quarters. 

"We  have  only  the  ballroom," 
explained  a  desperate  clerk,  "but 
a  bed  could  be  put  up  there."      |M 

Twenty  minutes  later  husband 
and  wife  entered  the  ballroom. 
There  in  the  very  middle  of  the 
floor,  just  beneath  the  magnificent 
and  brilliantly  lighted  crystal 
chandelier,  had  been  placed  a  bed. 
Feeling  about  as  secluded  as  they 
would  have  felt  in  the  middle  of 
Times  Square,  the  unhappy  pair 
forthwith    donned    their    raiments 
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de  nuit.     "Now,  dear,"  suggested 
the  wife,  "put  out  the  light." 

Whereupon  began  a  fruitless 
search  for  the  button  to  extinguish 
the  crystal  chandelier.  Sallying 
pajama-clad  into  the  hall,  the 
frantic  husband  hailed  a  passing 
waiter.  Would  he  put  out  the 
light?  "Sorry,  sir,"  explained  the 
waiter,  "but  the  same  switch 
controls  your   chandelier   and   the 


am 


Teacher:    "What  tense 
beautiful?'  " 

Scholar:  "Past!" 

— Karikaturin,  Oslo 


one  in  the  banquet  hall  next  door. 
And  it  just  happen's  there's  a  stag 
dinner  on  there  to-night." 

Miserably,  in  floods  of  brightest 
light,  husband  and  wife  climbed 
into  bed,  after  first  opening  the 
great  French  window  to  let  in  some 
air.  This  last  move,  however, 
proved  most  unfortunate,  for  the 
sudden  fierce  draught  from  out- 
doors blew  open  the  wide  doors 
into  the  adjoining  banquet  hall, 
thus  revealing  to  the  latter's  some 
fifty  merry  stags  a  wild-eyed 
young  couple  brilliantly  illum- 
inated in  their  bed  in  the  middle 
of  a  ballroom. — New  Yorker. 
*        *        * 

Long  Live  the  King 

Sing  a  song  of  sixpence, 

Pocket  full  of  rye — 
Four  and  twenty  blackbirds 

Baked  into  a  pie; 
And  when  the  pie  was  opened 

The  king  did  sadly  sing, 
"Bye-bye,  Blackbirds." — Froth. 
*        *        * 

'28  (disgustedly)  —  "G'wan, 
you've  got  hayseed  in  your  hair." 

'29  (naively) — "That  ain't  hay- 
seed, that's  wild  oats." — Brown  Jug 
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A  Critical  Contest 

ANYONE  CAN  COMPETE 


What  eight  features  in  this  issue  of  Goblin  do  you  think  are  the  best,  and  in  what  order 
do  they  rank?  To  the  subscriber  whose  list  most  nearly  conforms  with  the  popular  vote, 
Goblin  will  award  a  prize  of  $20.00,  or  $10.00  to  a  non-subscriber.  For  the  next  five, 
prizes  of  $2.00  each  will  be  awarded,  or  $1 .00  to  non-subscribers.  The  items  selected  may 
be  sketches,  stories,  articles,  verse  or  short  jokes.  Simply  send  in  your  list  in  the  order 
of  merit.     Non-subscribers  may  use  the  coupon  at  the  bottom  of  this  page  if  they  so  desire. 


All  answers  must  be  post-marked  not   later  than   October  28th. 
in  the  November  Goblin. 


Results  -will  be  published 


First  prize  for  last  month's 
contest  goes  to  Mr.  R.  D.  Little, 
Fenelon  Falls,  Ont.,  for  the  follow- 
ing: 

A  flapper  of  Fenelon  Falls, 
Had    a    crush    on    one    Sylvester 
Stalls, 
But  a  close  diagnosis, 
Showed  he  had  halitosis, 
So-  now  she  is  out  when  he  calls. 

The  five  second  prizes  of  one  or 
two  dollars  go  to  the  authors  of 
the  following: 

Mrs.  E.  L.  Hill,  11034  83rd 
Ave.,  Strathcona  P.O.,  Edmon- 
ton, Alta. 

There     was     a    young     maid    of 
Strathcona, 

Who  travelled  to  far  Arizona. 

It  sure  was  a  feat 
For  she'd  nothing  to  eat 
But  a  bun  and  a  slice  of  Bologna. 

A.  R.  Milne,  Box  107,  St. 
Catharines,  Ont. 

There   was   a  young   man   of  St. 

Kitts, 
Who  ne'er  was  renowned  for  his 
wits, 
Till  one  day,  while  hobhlin,' 
He  purchased  a  "Goblin," 
And  ndw  he  is  one  of  the  'hits.' 


Last  Month's  Winners 

Kathleen  Crane,  5  Elizabeth  St., 
Stratford,  Ont. 

There     was     a     young     lady     of 

Stratford, 
Who  was  tossed  by  a  naughty  bull 
backward. 
As  she  flew  in  the  air 
She  cried  in  despair, 
"I'm   going   up,    up,    'Bye,    Bye, 
Blackbird.'" 

Margaret  Dunlop,  2209  Dunbar 
St.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

There     was     a     young     man     of 

Vancouver, 
Who  was  blessed  with  the  name  of 
Jack  Hoover. 
Said  young  Jack  to  his  wife, 
"That  new  cook  ploys  a  fife, 
So  I'm  afraid  that  we'll  have  to 
remove  her." 

Cyril  Scott,  Moore  Bldg.,  Lon- 
don, Ont. 


There    was    a    young    virgin    of 

London, 
Who   by  a   large  truck   had  been 
stunned  on 
The  main  street   near  Boomer's 
By  a  bunt  in  the  bloomers, 
And    she    cried,   "I    surely     am 
undone." 

Honorable  mention  goes  to  the 
following: 

N.    A.    Waldron,    927    King   St. 
East,  Hamilton,  Ont. 

Boyd  Heaven,  54  Queen  St.  S., 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

John  W.   Gordon,   5  James  St., 
St.  Catharines,  Ont. 

Miss  M.  A.  Gearin,  197  Beverley 

St.,  Toronto. 
Dr.     H.     Reginald    Beaven,    68 

Water  St.  S.,  Gait,  Ont. 

Dr.     G.     W.     Armstrong,      142 
Broadview  Ave.,  Toronto. 


GOBLINS  LTD.,   10  Adelaide  Street  East,  Toronto  2. 


1  yr.  $3.00 

2  yrs.  $5.00 
Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed  find  $ tor year's  subscription  to  Canada's 

National  Humorous  Monthly. 
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When  You  Do 

Not  Feel  Like 

"a  Regular  Meal" 

BOVRIL 

Will  Fill  the  Gap 


Books 

(Continued  from  page  33) 
whose  utter  disregard  of  the  oath 
of  Hippocrates  makes  him  a  men- 
ace to  society;  one  who  although 
faultless  as  far  as  mere  bounds  of 
duty  are  concerned,  has  an  in- 
human disregard  for  the  individual; 
and  the  third,  who  had  devoted  his 
life  to  the  service  of  humanity. 

Since  the  translator  is  himself  a 
doctor  his  admittance  in  the  pre- 
face of  the  possibility  of  there 
being  liars  and  criminals  in  his 
profession,  as  the  book  suggests, 
may  be  accepted  as  an  accurate 
opinion.  However,  M.  Duplay 
seems  a  trifle  bitter  in  his  attitude 
and,  although  he  introduces  one 
doctor  of  aparticularlyhigh  calibre, 
he  does  not  attempt  to  impress  his 
reader  with  the  fact  that  the  pro- 


portion of  conscienceless  physic- 
ians and  surgeons  is  small  in  com- 
parison with  those  who  harbor 
more  lofty  ideals. 

The  frequent  introduction  of 
"purple  passages"  is  obviously  for 
the  purpose  of  clearly  depicting 
the  absolute  selfishness  of  Daruel, 
but  there  is  not  much  doubt  that 
an  Englishman  or  an  American 
possessing  M.  Duplay 's  cleverness, 
would  find  some  equally  descrip- 
tive method  which  was  a  little  less 
offensive. 

Exceptional  cleverness  is  ex- 
hibited throughout  the  story,  but 
the  reader's  enjoyment  would  de- 
pend to  a  great  extent  upon  his 
frame  of  mind  at  the  time  of 
reading. 

THE  MURDER  OF  ROGER 
ACKROYD.    By  Agatha  Christie. 

New     York.:     Dodd,    Mead    and 

Company.     $2.00. 

If  you  are  one  of  that  distin- 
guished group  of  statesmen,  uni- 
versity professors  and  leaders  in 
the  business  world  who  take  their 
literary  recreation  in  mystery 
stories,  you  will  find  this  one  as 
perfect  as  human  ingenuity  can 
devise.  It  has  all  the  elements  of 
the  best  of  this  type  of  fiction 
without  the  usual  lack  of  charac- 
terization and  good  writing.     This 


A  disordered  digestive  sys- 
tem often  causes  sleepless- 
ness. You  will  find  that 
sound  and  restful  sleep  will 
generally  result  from  the  use 
of  ENO.  Try  it— Try  a 
dash  of  ENO  in  a  glass  of 
water  when  you  can't  sleep. 
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Auto  Sickness 

Journey  by  Sea,  Train,  Auto  or 
Air  in  health  and  comfort.  Moth- 
ersill's  promptly  ends  the  faintness 
and  nausea  of  Travel  Sickness.  34 
7K.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direA 
The    Mothersill    Remedy  Co.,    Ltd. 

New  York         ,     ■    -   Montreal 

Paria  _^T*.  1  ilfoTVw  London 


The  captivating,  subtile 
touch  for  evening  use.  Ren- 
ders a  delicate,  soft  appear- 
ance to  the  complexion, 
arms,    neck    and    shoulders. 

GoURAUO*S  » 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel  ^ 
Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 
Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &  Son,   Montreal 


woman,  besides  being  splendidly 
confusing  in  the  manipulation  of 
the  crime,  is  a  very  good  novelist. 
Her  methods  are  such  that  you  are 
swept  on  from  suspect  to  suspect, 
yet  not  in  the  least  resentful  of 
this  fact. 

Roger  Ackroyd  was  murdered 
because  he  knew  the  name  of  the 
person  who  was  blackmailing  a 
woman  he  loved.  With  this  ex- 
cellent opening,  suspicion  is  dir- 
(Continued  on  page  40) 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 

Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St. 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St. 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 
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No  Voters  Need  Fret 

(Continued  from  page  18) 
of  free  trade  versus  protection  did 
not  really  arise." 

It  seems  too  bad  that  Mr. 
Meighen  figures  in  many  of  the 
items  on  the  list.  But  when  we 
agree  to  view  the  election  as 
simply  a  Tory  civil  war  with 
Conservative  destroying  Conserva- 
tive in  a  sort  of  spontaneous  frat- 
ricide, the  leader  of  us  all  is  bound 
to  be  suspected  of  possessing  part- 
icularly destructive  implements. 

He  makes  a  splendid  scapegoat. 
Better  than  Mr.  Doucet  or  Mr. 
Nicholson  or  Mr.  Rogers  or  even 
Mr.  Patenaude.  We  want  a  seven- 
letter  word  meaning  "a  good  way 
out"  and  he  just  fits.  The  best 
Tory  puzzle-solvers  are  verifying 
the  answer  by  mentioning  that 
Hamilton  speech,  that  attack  on 
Boivin,  that  evasiveness  in  the 
west,  that  deference  to  parish 
abbes  in  the  east,  that  lack  of 
the  Drayton  touch,  that  general 
ability  to  blunder  well  and  often. 
To  be  able  to  discuss  the  election 
intelligently  every  Conservative 
should    be    acquainted    with  these 


compliments.  Mr.  Meighen  prob- 
ably realizes  that  they  may  not 
mean  much  at  heart  and  will 
mean  less  after  a  while,  but  they 
are  the  proper  thing  at  present. 
Mixed  together  they  make  a  fine 
bromo-seltzer  to  relieve  that  post- 
mortem headache.  It  is  a  good 
Tory  prescription  prepared  for 
Conservatives  of  less  experience. 
Election  night  itself  was  rather 
difficult  of  course,  because  these 
explanations  weren't  ready.  It 
was  just  a  matter  of  grin  and  bear 
it  and  think  about  the  Toronto 
ridings  anyway.  Perhaps  it  wasn't 
quite  so  bad  in  Toronto  because 
here  one  was  able  to  go  to  Yonge 
and  Melinda  Streets  and  escape 
the  equal  pain  of  jubilation  and 
dismay.  The  Globe  never  pro- 
vided more  admirably  that  de- 
lightful division  of  disdain  which 
brings  to  the  editor  the  appreciative 
letters  one  reads  from  Conservative 
subscribers  than  it  did  that  dread- 
ful night.  It  was  even  thoughtful 
enough  to  duplicate  some  of  its 
bulletins  in  blue  ink  and  in  red 
lest  some  suspicious  mind  should 
wrongly    interpret    the    display   of 


either  color  alone.  As  if  anyone 
could   try   to  interpret  the  Globe. 

These  explanations  have  their 
little  weaknesses  perhaps  but  they 
are  the  best  that  have  been  ofiered 
and  there  is  one  consolation.  Can- 
ada has  a  stable  government  and  it 
took  the  Conservative  party  to  do 
the  trick  where  others  have  failed. 
No  other  party  has  been  able  to 
defeat  itself  so  well. 

If  Canada  goes  ahead  credit  will 
be  due  to  Conservatives  for  this 
self-sacrifice  and  it  does  look  as 
though  the  country  may  be  all 
right  in  spite  of  the  election. 

After  all,  that's  the  main  thing. 

Antique 

S-O-S — "A  genuine  Queen  Anne, 
this  chair.     Look  at  the  legs." 

P-D-Q— "Maybe.  I  can't  say; 
you   see,    I    never    knew   the   lady 

personally." — Belle  Hop. 

*        *        * 

Found  on  a  freshman's  regi- 
stration card: 

Question — "Give  your  parent's 
names." 

Answer — "Mama  and  Papa." 

— The  Outlaw. 
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The  Realist 

"What,''  roared  the  reformer  from  the  platform, 
"are  the  wages  of  sin?'' 

The  tired-looking  little  gentleman  in  the  back 
of  the  room,  whose  heels  were  much  worn  from 
pacing  the  asphalt  outside  stage  door  entrances, 
rose  modestly.  He  figured  for  a  moment  on  a  pad 
of  paper. 

"About  five  hundred  dollars  a  week  in  cash — 
not  counting  fur  coats,  free  parties,  free  liquor 
and  a  decided  lack  of  loneliness,''  he  suggested 
timidly,  yet  interestedly. 

— California  Pelican. 

*  *        * 

"Two  Frenchmen  went  up  in   an  airplane.     The 

plane  went  into  a  tail  spin,  and  they  both  fell  out. 

What  nationality  were  they  when  they  came  down?'* 
"Permit  me  to  be  inquisitive.  What  were  they?'* 
"The    heavy    one    came    down    a    Russian.     The 

other  caught  on  the  telegraph  wires  and    came   down 

a  Pole  "   ~ 

—Okla  Whirlwind. 

*  *        * 

"Do  you  like  boxing?'' 
"No,  it's  a  lazy  man's  game." 
"Howzat?" 

"Sure,  you're  lying  down  so  much  of  the  time.'' 

— Boston  Beanpot. 


Thrifty 

"I  hear  that  BifHes,  the  owner  of  the  new  filling 
station,  is  a  tightwad." 

"Is  he!  I  tried  to  fill  up  my  balloons  at  his  free 
air  stand,  and  it  sucked  all  the  air  out  of  my  tires!" 

— Nebraska  Awgwan. 


Wife:  "Do  you  realize  that  twenty-five  years 
ago  to-day  we  became  engaged?" 

Absent-minded  Professor:  "Twenty-five  years! 
You  should  have  reminded  me  before.  It's  certainly 
time  we  got  married. 

— Bison. 

He:     "Why  is  your  face  so  red?" 
She:     "Cause." 
He:     "Cause  why?" 
She:     "Causemetics." 

— Buckncll  Belle  Hop. 

"Where  are  you  going?" 
"I  am  taking  my  son  to  the  museum." 
"Great  guns,  man,  no!      Is  that  so?     And  what 
is  there  peculiar  about  him?" 

— Exchange. 

*        *        * 

Father:  "Mary,  recite  to  mother  what  you 
learned  at  Sunday  School." 

Mary:  "The  Lord  is  my  shepherd;  I  should 
worry." 

— Exchange. 
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Special  Offer 

The  next  six  issues 
for  $2.00  to  college 
students.  Sent  to 
your  college  ad- 
dress, promptlv 
every  month,  new 
—  sparkling — right 
off  the  press. 

Clip  Coupon  Now 


W^ll^^iWlUV/r     $2.00  for  next  6  issues 
1050  N.  La  Salle  Street  $3.00  for  one  year 

CHICAGO  $5.00  for  two  years 

Name 

Address 

City State 

College Year 
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mouthwash, 
gargle  and 

to  prevent  infection 

That  never-empty  place  in  medicine 
rabinets  belongs  to  Absorbine,  Jr. 

As  a  mouthwash  it  is  germ  destroy- 
ing, cleansing  and  refreshing. 

As  a  gargle  it  soothes  and  relieves  an 
irritated  or  swollen  sore  throat. 

With  a  dentifrice  it  gets  at  crevice- 
hidden  germs;  keeps  brush  clean. 

With  a  shampoo  it  destroys  dandruff 
germs  and  stimulates  the  scalp. 

It  is  delightful  after  shaving  and  a 
first  aid  for  cuts  and  scratches. 

At  all  druggists',  ft-2},  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,  ioc.,  postpaid. 

W.  F.YOUNG,  Inc. 

203  Lyman  Bldg. 

MONTREAL 


For  above  v 
dilute  Absorbine,  Jr.  with 
water.  Use  full  strength 
as  a  lioimeut. 


Books 

{Continued  from  page  37) 

rected  upon  every  character  in 
turn.  The  publishers  boast  that 
no  one  yet  has  guessed  the  identity 
of  the  murderer.  The  authoress 
has  adopted  a  method  which,  while 
thoroughly  logical,  defies  the 
reader  successfully.  Her  rivals  in 
the  field  will  be  the  more  chagrined 
by  the  fact  that  they  cannot  repeat 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 


her  trick  until  a  new  generation  of 
readers  has  grown  up,  for  the  thrill 
is  so  startling  that  in  future  you 
will  always  be  on  the  lookout  for 
it.  Even  the  authors  of  that 
standard  of  criticism,  "The  Bat," 
will  have  to  pay  tribute  to  the  in- 
genuity of  Agatha  Christie. 
*      *      * 

The  Passing  of  Arthur 

(Apologies  to  Alf.  Tennyson) 
So  all  day  long  the  noise  of  ballots 

polled 
Among    the    provinces    from    sea 

to  sea, 
Until  poor  Arthur's  Cabinet,  man 

by  man, 
Had  fallen  in  deep  distress  beside 

their  lord — 
Lean  Arthur.      Then,  because  his 

wound  was  deep, 
The    bold    E.    Patenaude    uplifted 

him — 
Old     Easioff,    the     latest     of     his 

knights — 
And  bore  him  to  a  "chapel"  nigh 

the  field, 
Far  from  St.  James  Street  where 

the  Evening  Star 
Had  whispered   long  of  death  and 

barren  land. 
On  one  side  stood  A.  Doucet  and 

on  one 
Stood     Nicholson;     their     murky 

hearts  were  full. 
Then    spoke    Lean    Arthur    to    his 

Patenaude: 
"The  sequel  of  to-day  unsolders  all. 
The   worst   selection   of   deceiving 

spooks 
Whereof    this    land    holds    record. 

Such  defeat 
They    met — the    gang    I    love — I 

think  that  we 
Shall  never  more  at  any  future  time 
Delight    our    souls    with    talk    of 

customs  deeds, 
Walking  about  the  chambers  and 

the  Halls 
Of  Parliament  Hill,  as  in  the  days 

that  were. 
I  perish  with  the  friends  I  tried  to 

make, 
And    though    they    swore    that    I 

should  come  again 
To  rule  once  more.      But  let  what 

will  be,  be. 

M.A.J. — Montreal  Herald. 

Captain — "What  is  the  best 
method  to  prevent  the  diseases 
caused  by  biting  insects?" 

Corporal — "Don't  bite  .the  in- 
sects."— Oregon  Orange  Owl. 


Musical  Instruments 
of  Every  Description 

SAXOPHONES 
DRUM  OUTFITS 
TENOR  BANJOS 

Whaley  Royce 

AND  COMPANY.  LIMITED 

237  Yonge  Street 

TORONTO  2 
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A  Toast  Captain  Billy  Missed 

He:  "Here's  how!" 
She:  "Here's  when,  I  know  how. 
— California    Cub. 


WRIGLEYS 

still  quenches  thirst, 
cools  the  parched 
throat  and  by  its  de- 
lightful flavor  and 
refreshment  restores 
the  joy  of  life.       CG36 

After  Every  Meal 


Goblin 


41 


Ah  There,  Freshmen! 

Also  Freshettes,  Sophomores,  Juniors  and  Seniors 

Who  knows?  Some  day  some  one  may  speak  to  you 
of  something  quite  apart  from  Catullus  or  calculus — 
something,  even,  which  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  rushing 
season  or  that  co-ed  in  the  French  class. 

Do  you  know  anything  about  the  world  around  you 
to-day?  What  is  the  significance  of  the  Mussolini- 
Chamberlain  meeting?  What  is  the  outside  expert 
opinion  of  "the  team"?  What  about  the  fascinating 
drama  of  politics?     Are  you  there? 

No  course  is  complete  that  does  not  include  the 
Mail  and  Empire;  it  gives  perspective  to  your  attitude  on 
your  other  subjects.  The  qualities  of  freshness,  sanity  and 
genuine  interest  have  commended  the  Mail  and  Empire 
to  the  student  body  just  as  they  have  made  it  Canada's 
most  popular  morning  paper. 


WffiXt 


$5.00  BY  MAIL.    $6.00  DELIVERED 
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Hunting 

Canada 

■^  finest  game  Country    <■ 
J  ^J>  in  the  World, 


Bag  your  game  in  Canada!  Let  us 
show  you  the  haunts  of  the  big 
fellows,  where  you  will  have  a  real 
chance  to  test  your  prowess  with  a 
gun.  Know  the  utter  joy  a  trophy- 
hunt  in  the  unspoiled  wilderness. 

In  Canada,  close  to  where  you  live,  there  are 
virgin  hunting  grounds — just  a  few  hours' 
train  trip  from  any  Canadian  city  there  is 
moose,  caribou,  bear  and  deer  aplenty. 

Canadian  National  Railways  give  unexcelled 
service  to  the  finest  game  territories  of 
Ontario,  Quebec,  New  Brunswick  and  Nova 
Scotia.  The  service  to  the  Prairie  Provinces 
and  Western  Canada,  where  geese,  mountain 
goats  and  the  lordly  grizzly  are  found,  is 
famous  for  its  convenience  and  the  luxurious 
comfort  provided. 

Any  Canadian  National  Railway  agent  will 
gladly  give  you  information  as  to  best  terri- 
tories, train  schedules,  fares,  etc.  "  Hunting 
in  Canada "  contains  particulars  of  open 
seasons,  game  laws,  guides,  etc.  Ask  your 
Agent  for  copy  or  write  to 

C.  K.  HOWARD, 

General  Tourist  Agent 

MONTREAL 


r.  an  ad  ian  National 

c7hc  Largtft  Kailway  Syittm  in  America 


The  Convention  Secretary 

Sells  Gurlick  to  the 

Delegates 

"Delegates  to  the  National  Con- 
vention of  the  Loyal  Order  of 
Patriots  of  the  Forest,  when  I  left 
Gurlick  last  Wednesday,  Wendell 
Jackson  Bemis,  the  president  of  our 
Junior  Chamber  of  Commerce — 
and  just  about  one  of  the  livest 
go-getters  in  Gurlick — said  to  me: 
'Crompton,  either  you  bring  back 
the  1927  convention  or  don't  come 
back  yourself.' 

"Now  I'm  not  putting  this  up  to 
you  on  the  basis  that  if  I  don't 
go  back,  Wanete  lodge,  No.  116, 
will  be  shy  an  inside  sentinel  at 
the  next  meeting.  I've  just  got  to 
sell  Gurlick  to  you.  And  that's 
what  I  propose  to  do. 

"Situate  at  the  conflux  of  the 
Monongahela  and  Little  Wissa- 
hickon    Creek,    Gurlick    will    offer 


harborage  to  two  boats  of  the 
Leviathan  type,  once  our  plans  for 
dredging  the  river  channel  from 
South  Bend  are  approved  by  the 
War  Department. 

"Gurlick  also  lays  claim  to  being 
the  cultural  centre  of  Von  Steuben 
County — or  rather  of  Liberty 
County,  for  on  post-war  Rand- 
McNally  maps  you  will  find  us 
designated  as  Liberty  County,  and 
I'm  proud  to  say  that  I  was  one 
of  those  who  forced  the  county 
commissioners  to  make  the  change. 

"We  have  a  Carnegie  Library  of 
over  10,000  volumes,  including  the 
noted  Mclver  Howe  collection  of 
over  600  volumes  on  the  early 
history  of  Indiana.  On  Gurlick 
Common  is  the  famous  Andrew 
Weems  statue  of  the  Civil  War 
Soldier.  Mr.     Weems     was     a 

sculptor  of  whom  Gurlick  is  proud, 
for    his    bust    of    William  Gurlick 


rests  in  the  State  Capitol  at 
Indianapolis.  You  will  remember 
that  William  Gurlick  was  the 
founder  of  our  city,  a  distinguished 
member  of  the  Fifty-first  and 
Fifty-second  Congresses,  in  his 
latter  term  serving  with  distinction 
as  chairman  of  the  Committee  on 
Public  Buildings  in  the  District  of 
Columbia.  He  was  later  further 
honored  by  appointment  as  fourth 
assistant  postmaster-general  in  the 
Cabinet  of   Rutherford  B.   Hayes. 

"The  Civil  War  statue  is  re- 
garded as  a  very  fine  work,  and  in 
Gurlick  it  is  said  that  if  one  rests 
long  enough  in  its  shadows  every 
one  in  the  world  will  pass  by. 

"By  the  time  of  the  next 
national  convention  we  will  also 
boast  of  a  completely  motorized 
fire  department:  good  old  Dan 
and  Bess,  our  last  two  fire  horses, 
will  be  earning  a  well-deserved 
rest  on  the  Kiwanis  Club  horse 
farm. 

"Only  twenty -seven  miles  to  the 
south  of  the  city  is  the  second 
largest  goldfish  farm  east  of  the 
Mississippi  River,  and  I  think  all 
you   delegates,   women   as   well   as 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

CANADIANS  like  the  home-like  comfort 
of  this  modern,  fire-proof  hotel,  with 
its  complete  service,  attractive  outside 
rooms  and  excellent  cuisine. 

Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  to  guests — 250  rooms.  Quietly 
situated,  convenient  to  shops,  clubs  and 
theatres.  The  rates  are  moderate — $2.00 
to  $5.00  per  day  for  single  rooms;  $3.00  to 
$7.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

Special  taxi  service  to  the  Hotel.  Ask 
the  VanDyke  Agent  at  the  Station  or 
Wharf. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Dela- 
ware Avenue  to  North  Street. 
On  the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 
Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.  just  west  of  Delaware  Ave. 

BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 
CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  President 
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men,  will  enjoy  seeing  the  manner 
in  which  the  finny  beauties  are 
raised   from    infancy    to    maturity. 

"Another  point  of  our  industrial 
strength  lies  just  nine  miles  further 
south,  the  second  largest  plant  in 
the  United  States  devoted  to  the 
manufacture  of  vitrified  brick  in 
artificial  colors.  Now  my  good 
friend  Ed  Healey,  of  the  Gallipolis 
Chamber  of  Commerce,  will  prob- 
ably tell  you  that  actually  we 
rank  thirty-first.  But  I  have  the 
authorization  of  the  secretary  of 
the  National  Association  of  Brick 
Manufacturers  to  state  that  we 
are  the  second  largest  'brick  city*  in 
the  nation  in  the  category  of 
vitrified  brick  of  artificial  colors. 

"I  almost  forgot  to  say  that  a 
member  of  our  convention  com- 
mittee is  Chief  of  Police  Lucien 
Foster  and  I  say  that,  not  as  a 
warning  but    rather  as  a  guarantee 


of  immunity.  Ha-ha-ha!  But  at 
that  I  don't  want  to  be  misunder- 
stood. We  are  a  law-abiding  com- 
munity and  we  believe  in  enforcing 
all  the  law  and  not  just  a  part  of 
it.  I  mean  we  want  every  one  to 
have  all  the  good, clean  fun  they  can. 

"For  hotels  we  have  the  new 
million-dollar  Gurlick  Gables, 
which  is  just  as  fine  a  hostelry  as 
you  will  find  in  New  York,  or 
Indianapolis,  and  to  take  care  of 
the  overflow  there  is  the  Mansion 
House,  not  new,  but  clean,  with 
good,  wholesome,  simple,  American 
food. 

"The  Gurlick  Automobile  Club 
will  arrange  some  sight-seeing  tours 
for  the  delegates  to  the  scenic 
wonders     in     our     section.  We 

recently  sold  a  $600,000  bond 
issue  to  macadamize  the  River 
Drive,  and  in  that  connection 
there     is     a     quaint     old      Indian 


"I  lost  my  keys  on  my 
way  to  Winnipeg.  Four 
days  later  they  came 
back  •   •   •" 

"Received  my  lost  Key- 
tainer  back.  I  have  no 
words  to  express  my  sat- 
isfaction for  your  service. 
Your  service  is  ideal." 

MILLIONS  of  people  have 
found  in  the  Buxton 
Keytainer  the  perfect  way  to 
care  for  keys — every  key  con- 
veniently at  your  finger  tips 
when  you  need  it — the  Key  Return  Service  constantly  on  guard 
to  bring  them  back  if  you  should  lose  them.  The  Buxton  Key- 
tainer keeps  all  your  keys  together — in  a  slim,  beautifully  fin- 
ished leather  case.  No  fumbling  through  a  mass  of  tangled 
metal — no  sharp  edges  to  ruin  pockets  or  handbags. 

You  can  get  a  Buxton  Keytainer  for  a  dollar— made  of  rich  brown 
cowhide — strong  and  serviceable.  Other  beautiful  models  in 
pigskin,  morocco,  pinseal,  etc.,  to  suit  your  personal  taste,  at  a 
wide  range  of  prices. 

Jewelers,  department,  leather  goods,  hardware  and  stationery  stores  carrv 
Buxton  Keytainers.     Let  us  send  you  free  the  "Book  of  Buxton  Kevtainers." 

BUXTON     KEY-TAINER 

How  Buxton  returns  lost  keys  < 

In  most  Buxton  Keytainers  you  will  find  two  cards  that  carrv  the  same   number.  /  A 

One  you  will  fill  out  with  your  name  and  address,  and  mail  "to  Buxton.      The  »y  /    ~ 

other,  without  your  name,  but  bearing  your  number,  stays  in   the    Kevtainer  $S   <$*' 

and  offers  a  reward  to  finder  for  return  of  Keytainer  to  Buxton.      Buxton         -&  S  « 
locates  the  owner,  returns  the  keys,  and  rewards  the  finder.     The    owner  vS   ■ 

avoids  the  real  danger  of  having  his  name  on  his  keys.     Buxton    offers         <J>  S 


this  service  free  of  charge. 


THE  JULIAN  SALE  LEATHER  GOODS 

COMPANY,  Limited 
105   King    Street    West,    Toronto 


/ 


/  .*° 


Bayer  Aspirin 
Proved  Safe 

Take  without  Fear  as  Told 
in  "Bayer"  Package 


Does  not  affect 
the  Heart 


legend  connected  with  one  of  our 
show  places  that  I  am  sure  will 
interest  the  lady  delegates. 

"Just  to  the  north  of  the  big 
bend  in  Little  Wissahickon  Creek 
rises  a  very  precipitous  precipice. 
Many  years  ago,  long  before  the 
white  man  came  to  Gurlick,  two 
Indian  lovers  stood  together  upon 
this  precipice.  The  son  and  daugh- 
ter of  rival  chieftains,  their  parents 
had  forbidden  their  marriage.  Dis- 
consolate over  this  turn  of  events, 
they  clasped  their  hands,  and  with 
vows  of  eternal  affection,  they 
leaped  to  their  death.  This  ro- 
mantic spot  we  in  Gurlick  have 
named  Lovers'  Leap. 

"In  conclusion  I  would  just 
remind  you  of  our  new  million- 
dollar  convention  auditorium,  and 
say  that  the  Mayor  will  be  on 
hand  to  welcome  you  and  very 
likely  the  Governor.  And  I  will 
close  with  the  slogan  that  I  hope 
will  find  a  place  way  down  deep 
in  your  hearts:  'Let's  go  to 
Gurlick  in  1927.'  I  thank  you." 
— Samuel  Taylor  Moore  in  the  New 

Yorker. 

*        *        * 

Signs  of  Weather 

In  a  certain  province  liable  to 
floods  there  is  a  notice  on  a  low- 
lying  road  which  reads: 

"When  this  notice  is  under 
water  this  road  is  impassable!" 

— Simplicissimus,  Munich. 
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Tareyton 

London  Cigarettes 


There's  something 
about  them 
you'll  like"    ^ 

/SirTareyton 

f»;__  IOWDON 

PlPe  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


Did  Someone  Say  "Tariff"? 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
Dominion,  the  manufacturers,  the  farmers,  the 
banking  interests  and  labor.  The  members  of  this 
Board  shall  be  men  whose  reputation  places  them 
beyond  reproach,  and  they  shall  be  paid  sufficiently 
large  salaries  to  place  them  beyond  the  breath  of 
suspicion.  Their  life  appointment  to  this  Com- 
mission shall  remove  the  desire  to  please  the  passing 
public  fancy.  This  Commission  shall  regulate  the 
protection  to  be  given  each  industry  independently  in 
consideration  of  their  particular  needs.  Where  it  is 
found  that  a  Canadian  industry  is  not  justified,  no 
protection  shall  be  granted.  Where  it  is  found  that  a 
Canadian  industry  is  fixing  its  prices  with  regard  to 
protection  granted  it  rather  than  production  costs^ 
protection  shall  be  lowered.  It  shall,  in  short,  be  a 
Board  formed  in  the  interests  of  the  consumer 
rather  than  the  manufacturer." 

What  a  change  such  a  step  would  bring  about!" 
It  would  give  confidence  to  Canadian  investors, 
make  for  efficiency  in  Canadian  production,  and 
would  inevitably  win  popular  support  to  the  leader 
who  would  have  the  courage  to  instigate  it.  It 
might  even  make  for  the  election  of  candidates  on  a 
basis  of  ability  rather  than     their  party  affiliations- 


Crab! 

Waitress:  "Order,  please." 
Stew:  "Whazzamatter?        I 
noise." 


ain  t     makin       any 
—Pitt  Panther, 


Unfair 

Junior  came  running  into  the 
room  while  his  mother  was  in  the 
midst  of  her  mud  facial.  He  took 
one  long,  unbelieving  look  and 
exclaimed: 

"Gee  whiz!  An'  you  got  the 
nerve  to  call  me  in  to  wash  my 
face!"  *        *        * 

Quick 

"It's  no  good  mincing  matters," 
said  the  doctor;  "you  are  very  bad. 
Is  there  anybody  you  would 
specially  like  to  see?" 

"Yes,"repliedthe  patient  faintly. 

"Who  is  it?"  queried  the  doctor. 

"Another  doctor."        — Selected. 

*        *        * 

Logic 

Irishman — "You're  a  Canadian. 
You  was  born  in  Canada?" 

Scotchman — "No,  sir!  My 
mother  and  father  were  Scotch, 
so  I'm  Scotch. 

Irishman — "You  were  born  in 
Canada.  So  you're  a  Canadian 
even  if  your  parents  were  Scotch." 

Scotchman  (heatedly) —  "Well, 
if  a  cat  had  kittens  in  an  oven 
would  you  call  them  biscuits?" 

— Exchange. 


Wot  Wass! 

"Speaking  of  old  families,"  said 
the  aristocrat  of  the  party,  "one 
of  my  ancestors  was  present  at  the 
singing  of  Magna  Charta." 

"And  one  of  mine,"  said  little 
I  key,  who  was  one  of  the  push, 
"vos  present  at  the  sighing  of  the 
Ten  Commandments." 

— Selected. 

*  *        * 

First  Darkey — "Tell  me  what 
you  eats,  an'  Ah'll  tell  you  what 
you  is. 

Second  Darkey — "Well,  dis 
mauning  Ah  had  foh  breakfast 
turkey  wif  olive  stuffin',  caviar, 
French  peas,  mushrooms,  apple 
fritters,  Camembert  cheese,  fruit 
cake,  mince  pie,  macaroons,  coffee, 
champagne  and  sherry.  Gwan, 
tell  me  what  Ah  is." 

First  Darkey  (after  a  pause) — 
"Niggah,  you's  an  awful  liar." 

— Exchange. 

*  *       * 

Let  Not  Your  Heart  be  Troubled 
by  Ira  B.  Wilson. — Missouri  paper. 

Well,  we'll  try  not  to. 

— Exchange. 


Impossible! 

"I  knew  an  artist  once  who 
painted  a  cobweb  on  the  ceiling 
so  realistically  that  the  maid 
spent  hours  trying  to  get" it  down."" 

"Aw—" 

"Sure,  why  not?  Artists  have 
been  known  to  do  such  things." 

"Yes,  but  not  maids." 

—Desert  Wolf. 

*  *        * 

"What  right  have  you  to  ask  me 
for  a  kiss?  Leave  this  house 
immediately  and  never  speak  to- 
me again." 

"Before  I  leave,  never  to  see  you 
again,  may  I  ask  one  favor?" 

"What  is  it?" 

"Will  you  please  take  your  arm 
away  from  my  neck?" 

— Stanford  Chaparral. 

*  *        * 

Mistress:  "Mary,  have  you  ce- 
mented the  handle  on  to  the  water- 
jug  which  you  dropped  off  yester- 
day?" 

Mary:  "I  started  to,  mum,  but 
I  dropped  the  cement  bottle." 

—Worcester  Daily  Times _ 
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They  Say- 


" — That  three  dollars  and  your  name  and  address'will 
bring  you  a  lot  of  fun  eoery  month  for  a  year." 

It  is  also  related  that — 

"Many  people  miss  it  all  by  forgetting  to  act  while  the 
idea  is  fresh  in  their  minds." 

WHY  NOT  SUBSCRIBE  NOW?    DON'T  TURN 
THIS  PAGE—  TEAR  IT  OUT! 
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QuickRelief 

CUTS 

BURNS 

BITES 


F 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery, 

D  odd's 

Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on   hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


aseptic 

©HEALING^ 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


>**K 


Naturally 

Historian:  "I  find  that  General 
Washington's  troops  used  to  sing 
to  keep  up  their  spirits  at  Valley 
Forge.'' 

Layman:  "The  Anvil  Chorus 
was  popular    I  suppose.'' 

—  Voo  Doo. 


Why  Argue? 

Professor:  "Can  you  prove  that 
the  square  of  the  hypothenuse  is 
equal  to  the  sum  of  the  square  of 
the  two  sides  of  this  triangle?" 

Student:  "I  don't  have  to  prove 
it.      I  admit  it." 

— Denver  Parrah,eet. 


Incident  at  the  Court  of  King 
Pomponius  XVIII 

{Continued  from  page  20) 

King  Pomponius  read  in  the 
paper:    "The  ayes  have  it." 

"M.  Elliss,"  he  said  quietly, 
"do  your  duty." 

The  Royal  Executioner  stepped 
forward.     But  Flida  was  gone. 

While  they  had  watched  page 
and  King,  Flida  was  out  of  the 
hall  and  out  of  the  palace,  over 
the  draw-bridge  and  to  horse. 
At  that  moment,  with  three  loyal 
friends,  he  was  riding  hard  through 
the  night,  with  a  fair  start  for  the 
French  frontier. 

High  Finance 

An  infant  swallowed  a  shilling. 
All  medical  resources  proving  futile 
the  infant  was  regarded  as  lost 
until  the  father  bethought  himself 
of  the  Finance  Ministry.  An  ex- 
perienced official  was  brought  from 
that  institution  and  in  a  very- 
short  time  he  had  succeeded  in 
extracting  one  shilling  and  six- 
pence from  the  tiny  sufferer. 

— //  Travaso,  Rome. 

*        *        * 

Sooner  or  Later 

Wise  Soph:  "We're  going  to 
have  a  little  poker  game.  Care 
to  join  us?" 

Green  Frosh:  "No,  I  don't  play 
poker." 

Wise  Soph:  "Sorry,  I  was  under 
the  impression  you  did." 

Green  Frosh:  "I  was  once  under 
that  impression  myself." 

—Belle  Hop. 

$  ♦  ♦ 

A  Pipe 

"Wanted,  night  attendant  for 
old  lady;  no  night  work." 

— Advt.  in  Exeter  Express  and 
Echo. 
That's    the    sort    of    job    that's 
wanted  nowadays!        - — Bystander. 

Young  Harold  was  late  for 
Sunday  School,  and  the  minister 
inquired  the  cause.  "I  was  going 
fishing,  but  father  wouldn't  let 
me,"  announced  the  lad. 

"That's  the  right  kind  of  a 
father  to  have,"  replied  the  rever- 
end gentleman.  "Did  he  explain 
the  reason  why  he  would  not  let 
you  go?" 

"Yes,  sir.  He  said  there  wasn't 
bait  enough  for  two." 

—Fulham  Chronicle. 


*y/ie  Light  a 

Welcome 


7/SeNEW 

yLAMP 

With  the  INSIDE 
FROST — more  light 
— no  glare — longer 
life  —  an  Edison 
Mazda  achievement- 


WELCOME  your  guests  with  light. 
Artistic  lighting  is  essential  to  a 
well-decorated  home.  And  it  is  so  easily 
possessed.  No  other  modern  comfort  is 
so  cheap. 

Every  socket  should  have  its  proper  size 
and  type  of  lamp.  Floor  and  table  lamps 
do  much  to  improve  the  artistic  effect 
of  the  lighting.  Bridge  lamps  should 
have  large  enough  bulbs  to  give  an 
adequate  illumination. 

For  the  sake  of  convenience,  economy 
and  better  light  —  insist  on  genuine 
Edison  Mazda  Lamps. 

Ask  your  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  dealer  for 
information  regarding  proper  illumin- 
ation for  your  rooms.  He  will  help  you 
to  enhance  the  beauty  of  your  home. 


ISON 

MAZDA  XAMLPS 

A  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 
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Ike  'Rubber  that  fits 
17  Shapes  «f  Shoes 


NOW  you  can  secure  a  rubber  which  you 
can  wear  over  any  of  your  shoes — insure 
dry  shod  comfort,  and  at  the  same  time 
get  a   quality  of  fit   that  retains   for  the  foot 
leather  boot  neatness. 

No  matter  what  shape  of  shoe  you  wear — high 
or  low,  broad  or  narrow,  thick  soles  or  thin — 
"Fit-Alls"  will  fit  them  neatly. 

Remember  that  one  pair  of  "Fit-Alls"  will  fit 
every  pair  of  shoes  you  own— even  if  you  have 
seventeen  different  shapes. 


The  quality  of  the  rubber  used  in  "Fit-Ails"  will 
amaze  the  most  experienced  rubber  man.  The 
beauty  of  finish  and  workmanship  is  superb. 
The  Goodrich  Hi-Press  process  of  manufacture 
insures  long  wear. 

Get  a  pair  of  "Fit-Alls"  and  learn  how  neat, 
comfortable  and  generally  serviceable  a  pair  of 
rubbers  can  really  be. 

"Fit-All"  is  made  in  either  the  low  or  high  type. 

If  you  don't  know  the  Hi-Press  dealer  in  your 
neighborhood,  drop  a  line  to  the  factory. 


CANADIAN      GOODRICH      COMPANY      LIMITED 

Kitchener,  Canada 


HUPRESS  Tootwtar 


